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THE 

W A N D E R E R : 

A 

! POEM. 

I IN FIVE CANTOS. 

I 

JSMsL mall nova ml fa^ies inopinavc furgit. Viae. 



O0(i»-f To the Right HOKOUJLABLE 

J O H N, 

hosd Vifcount TvacoNNEi, Baron Char* 
I«£vxLL£, and Lord BB.QWKX.0wE7 Knight 
of tkc Bath. 

MY LORD, 



ART of this Poem had the honour 
of your Lordlhip's perufal when in ma- 
nufcript^ and it was no fmall pride to 
me, when it met with approbation from 
ib diftinguifhing a judge : Should the reft 
lind the like indulgence^ I ihall have no 
occafion (whatever its fuccefs may be in 
the world) to repent the labour it has eoft 
me — ^But my intention is not to purfue & 
difcourfe on my own performance: no^ my 
Lord, it is to embrace this opportunity of 
throwing out fentiments that relate to 
your Lordflwp*s goodnefs, the gcnerofity 
of which, give me leave to fay, I have 
greatly experienced. 

A 2 I offer 









iv D E D I C A T I ON. 

I offer it not as a new remark, that de- 
pendance on the Great, in former times, 
generally terminated in difappointment ; 
nay,cven their bounty (if it could be called 
fuch) was, in its very nature, ungenerous. 
It was, perhaps, with-held, through an in- 
dolent or wilful negleft, 'till-thofe, who 
lingered in the want of it, grew almoft paft 
the fenfe of comfort. At length it came, 
too often, in a manner that half cancelled 
the obligation, and, perchance, rauft have 
been acquired too by fome previous acStof 
guilt in the receiver, the confequence of 
w^hich was remorfe and infamy. 

But that I live, my Lord, is a proof 
that dependance on your Lordfliip, and the 
prefent Miniftry, is an affurance of fuccefs. 
I am perfuaded, diftrefs, in many other 
inftances, affedts your foul with a com- 
paffion, that always fliewsitfelf in a manner 
mod humane and adtive, that to forgive 
iiijuries, and confer benefits, is your de- 
light; 



DEDICATION. ▼ 

light ; and that to deferve your friendlhip 
is to deferve the countenance of the beft of 
^ '^meri. To be admitted into the honour of 
your Lordlhip's convcrfation (permit me 
tofpeak 6ut juftice) is to be elegantly in* 
troduced into the moft inftruftive^ as Well 
as entertaining, parts of literature; itis^to 
be furnilhed with the fineft obfervations 
upon human nature, and to receive, from 
the moftunaffuming, fweet, and winning 
candour, the worthiieft and moft polite 
maxims — fuch as are always enforced by 
the anions of your own life. I could alfo 
take notice of your many public-fpirited 
fervlces to your country in Parliament, and 
your conftant attachment to Liberty, and 
the Royal, lUuftrious Houfe of our Moft 
Gracious Sovereign ; but, my Lord, be- 
lieve me, your own deeds are the nobleft 
and fitteft orators to fpeak your praife^ 
and will elevate it far beyond the power 
of a much abler writer than I am. 

A3 I wUl 



I wUl therefore turn my view from your 
Lordflup's Yirtues to the kind influence of 
tlMQEi» which has been fo ktely ihed upon 
me ; and then, if my future morals and 
writings fliaU gain any approbation from 
men of parts and probity, I mud ackno\sr« 
ledge all to be the product of your Lord-^ 
ihip's goodnefs to me^ I muft^ in fine, 
fay with Horace, 

Q^od fpiro & placeo,.(fi fbcto) tuum e&, 

I ani, with the higheft gratitude and 
Tcneration, 

MY LORD, 

Your Lordfliip's moft dutiful 

And devoted fervant. 



Richard Savage^ 



TUB 

WANDERER. 

A 

V I S I O N. 

CANTO L 

JD AIN wouW my vcrfe, Tyrconnd, boail thy taant^ 
firownlbw, at once my fubjcd and my fame 1 
Oh ! could dot fpirit, which thy bofom warms, 
WhofeftrcDgth fufprifcs, and whofe goodnefs charms i 
That various worth ! could that itifpifc my lays, 
Envy fliould fmile, and cenfurc fcam to praife : 
Yet, tho* unequal to a foul Hke thine, 
A generous foul, approaching to divine j 
When blefs'd beneath fuch patronage I write> 
Great my attempt, tho* hazardous my flight. 

0*er ample Nature I extend my views ; 
Nature to rural fcenes invites the mufe : 
She flies all public cane, all venal ftrife. 
To try the ftill, compared with a6Hve life ; 
To prove, by thefe, the fons of men may owe 
The fruits of blifs to burfting clouds of woe; 
That e^en calamity, by thought refinM, 
Infpirits and adorns the thinking mind. 

A 4 Come 



8 THE WANDERER. 

Come, Coilteinplation, whofe unbotmded g^e^ 
Swift in a glance, the courfe of thii^gs furteys ; 
Who in thyfelf the various view canft find 
Of fea, land, air, and heav'n, and human kind ; 
What tides of paifion in the bofom roll ; 
What thoughts debafe, and what exalt the foul, 
Whofe [fenCil paints, obfequious to thy will. 
All thou furvey'il with a creative Ikill \ 
Oh, leave awhile thy lov'd, fequeftcrM fcade !' 
Awhile in wint*ry wilds vouchfafe thy aid ! 
Then waft me to fome olive, bow*ry gree», 
Where, cloath'd in white^ thou ihew'ft a mind ferene ; 
Where kind content from noife and courts retires. 
And fmiliilg fits, while mufes tune their lyres : 
Where zephyrs gently breathe, while fleep profound 
To their foft fanning nods, with poppies cniwnM ; 
Sleep, on a treafure of bright dreams reclines. 
By thee beftowM, whence Fancy coloured (hinesy 
And flutters round his brow a hovVing flighty 
Varying her plumes in vifionary light. 

The folar fires now faint and wat'ry bnrn^ 
Juft where with iee Aquarius frets his urn ! 
If thaw'd, forth iflue, from its mouth fevere^ 
Raw clouds, that (adden all th' inverted year. 

When frofl and fire with martial pow'rs enga^d, 
Frofl;, northward, fled the war. Unequal wag'd ! 
Beneath the Pole his legions urg'd their fHght, 
And gain'd a cave profound and wide as night. 

O'er 
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0*cr cheerlefs fcenes by Defoktion ownM, 
High on an Alp of ice he fits enthron'd ! 
One clay-cold hand, his cryfUl beard fufiains. 
And fcepter'd one, o'er wind and tempeft reigns i 
O'er (tony magazines of hail, that florm. 
The bloiTom'd fruit, and flow'iy Spring deform. 
His languid eyes, like frozen lakes appear, 
lMm*gleaming all the light that wanders here* 
Hk robe(bow-wrought| and hoar'd with age ; his breath 
A nitrous damp, that ^rikes petrific death. 

Far hence lies, ever freez'd, the northern main. 
That checks, and renders navigation vain ; 
That) (hut againfi the fun's diflblving ray. 
Scatters the trembling tides of vanquifh'd day. 
And firetching eaftward half the world fecures. 
Defies difcov'ry, and like time endures ! 

Now fipft fent boreal bkfis to fcourge the aif , 
To bind the ftreams, and leave the landfcape bear ; 
Yet when, far weft, his violence declines, 
Tho' here the brook, or lake, his pow^ cobfines ; 
To rocky poob, to cat'rads are unknown * 
HiB chsdns !— to rivets, rapid like the Rhone ! 

The fiilling moon caft, cold, a quiv'ring light, 
Juft filvei'd o'er the fnow, and funk !— pale night 
Retir'd. The dawn in light-grey mi(b arofe ! 
Shrill chants the cock ! the hungry heifer lows ! 
Slowbluih yon breaking clouds ;— the fun's uproU'd I 
Th'cxpanfivegrcy turns azure, chai'd with gold ; 

Whiter 
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Whtte-glitt'iing ice, changed like the topaz, gfeams^ ' 
Refle6ting faflfron luftce from his beams; 

O Contemplation j teach me to explooe, 
l^rom Britain far remote, fome difiant ihore I 
From Sleep a dream didind and lively claim ; 
Clear let the rifion flrike the moral's aim ! 
It comes ! I feel it o'er my foul ferene ! 
Still mom begins, and froU retains the fceue ! 

Hark !— the loud horn's enlivening note's begun ! 
From rock to rale fweet-wand'rmg echoes run I 
Still floats the fouiid (hrill-winding from afar ! 
Wild beads aftoniih'd dread the fylvan war ! 
Spears to the fun in files embattled play, 
March on j charge briikly, and enjoy the fray ! 

Swans, ducks, andgeeie, and the wing'd winter-broody 
Chatter dlfcordant on yon echdng Bood ! ^ 
At Babel thus, when heav'ii the tongue confounds^ 
Sudden a thoufand different jargon-founds, 
Like jangling bells, harih mingling, grate the ear ! 
All fiare 1 all talk ! all mean ; but none coheie ! 
Mark ! wiley fowlers meditate thdr doom. 
And fmoaky Fate fpeeds thund'ring thro' the gloom ! 
Stop'd fhort, they ceafe in airy rings to fly. 
Whirl o'er and o'er, and, flutt'ring, fall arid die* 

Still Fancy wafts me on ! deceiv'd I fland, 
Eflrang'd, advent Vous on a foreign laud 1 
Wide and more wide extends the fcene unknown 
Where fhall I turn, a Wand'aeb, and alone? 

From 
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THE Wanderer. 



II 



t^rom liilljr trinds/asd depths where fnowt venuiflf^ 
My winding iktps upn flcep mountain fbain ! 
Emerald a-top» I marie, thehilb fubfidc. 
And tow'ts afpire, but with inferior pride ! 
On thtstbkalc height tali firs, with ice-woilL crownM, 
Bendy while their flaky winter (hades the ground ! 
Hoarfe, and dired, a bluft'ring north- wind blows ! 
On boughs^ thick-ruftiing, crack thecrilpid (bows ! 
Tangles of froft half fright the wilder'd eye. 
By heat oft blackened like a lowering iky ! 
Hence down the fide two turbid riv'lets pour. 
And devious two, in one huge cat'rad loar ! 
While pleas'd the wat'ry progrefs I purfae. 
Yon rocks in rough afiemblage rufhin view I 
In form an amphitheatre they rife ; 
And a dark gulf in their broad centre lies. 
There the dim'd fight with dizzy weaknefs fails. 
And horjTor o'er the firmefl brain prevails I 
Thither thefe mountain-ftreams their poflagetake^ 
Headlcmg foam down, and form a dreadfiil lake ! 
The lake^ high-fwelling, fo redundant grows. 
From the heap'd flore derived a river flows ; 
Which^ deep'xiiDg,Htravels through a diflant wood, 
And thence emerging meets a fifler-flood ; 
Mingled they flafh on a wide-op*ning plain. 
And pafs yon city to the far-feen main. 

So blend two fouls by-heav'n for union made^ 
And (Irength'ning forward, lend a mutual aid. 

And 
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> And" prove in ev'ry tranjRent turn their aim, 

ThroVfinite lift to infinite the fame. 

Nor ends the landfcape-^Ocean, to my fight. 
Points a blue arm, where failing fliips delight. 
In, profped leffen'd ! — Now new rocks rearM high, 

I Stretch a crofs-ridge, and bar the curious eye ; 

Thcife lies obfcur'd the ripening diamond's ray, 

^ And thence red-branching coral's rent away* 

1^ In conic form there gelid cryllal grows ; 

pv Thro* fuch the palace -lamp^ gay luflre throws ! 

^; Ludre, which, thro* dim night, as various plays 

g As play from yonder fnows-the changeful rays ! 

For nobler ufe the cryftal's worth may rife. 
If tubes perlpe^^ive hem the fpotlefs prize ; 
Thro* thefe the beams of the far-lengthen'd eye 
Meafure known flars, and new remoter fpy. . 
Hence Commerce many a Ihorten'd voyage fleers, 
ShonenM to months, thfe hazard once of yeaw ; 
Hence Halley's foul etherial flight eflays r 
Inftru6live there from orb to orb fhe ftrays ; 
Jiees, round new countlefs funs, new fyftems roll ! 
Sees God in all ! and magnifies the whole ! 
Yon rocky fide enrich 'd the fummer fcene, 
And peafant*s fearch for herbs of healthful green ; 
Now naked, pale, and comfortlefs it lies, 
Like youth extended cold in death's difguife." 
There, while without the founding tempeft fwells, 
Ineav'd fecurc th' exulting eagle dwells j 

And 
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And there, when Nature onrns prolific fpring, 
Spreads o'er her young a fondling mother's wing. 
Swains on thecoaft the far-fam'd fifh defcry, 

; That gives the fleecy robe the Ty rian dye ; 

While fheltsy a fcatterM ornament beftow, 
The tin6tur*d rivals of the fhow'ry bow. 
Yon limelefs fands, loofe-driving with the wind. 
In future cauldrons ufeful textures find, 
Till, on the furnace thrown, the glowing m'afs 
Brightens, and bright*ning hardens* into glafs. 
When winter halcyons, fiickVing on the wave. 
Tune their complaints, yon fea forgets to rave ; 
Tho* laihM by ftorms, with naval pride o'ertum. 
The foaming deep in fparkles feems to burn. 
Loud winds turn zephyrs to enlarge their notes. 
And each fafe neft on ^calm furface floats. 

I Now veers the wind full eafl ; and keen, and fore, 

I Its cutring influence aches in ev'ry pore ! 

i How weak thy fabric, man !— -A pufF, thus blown. 

Staggers thy flrength, and echoes to thy gfoaa. 
A tooth's minuteft nerve, let an^ilh feize. 
Swift kindred fibres catch ! (fo frail our eafe !) 
Pinch'd, pierc'd, and torn, enflam'd, and unaflliagM, 
They fmart, and fwell, and throb, and (hoot enrag'd I 
From nerve to nerve fierce flies th* exulting pain I 
—And are we of this mighty fabric vain ? 

I Now my blood chills ! fcarce thro* my veins it glides^^l 

Sjur^e on each blaft a fhiv'ring ague rides ! 

WamM, 
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WamM, let rae this bleak eminence ferfake^ 
And to the vale a dSlf'rent wmding take I 

Half I defcend : tnj fpirits fait decay ; 
A teirace now relievea my weary way. 
Clofe with this flage a |)recipice combines ; 
Whence ftill the fpacious country far dediaes ! 
The herds feem infedh in the diflant glades» 
And men diminiih'd, as, at noony their fhade& ! 
Thick on this top o'ergrown for walks are &en 
Grey, leaflefs wood, and winter ^greens betweea I 
The red'ning berry, deep^ting'd holly (hows. 
And matted miiletoe, the white, beilows ! 
Tho' lofl the. banquet of autumnal fruits,. 
Tho' on broad oaks no vernal umbrage flioots ; 
Thefe boughs the £lencM, ihiv*hng foogders fedi ! 
Thefe foodful berries fill the hungry beak. 

Beneath appears a place, all outward, bare, 
Inward the dreary manfion of defpair ! 
The water of the mountain-road, half-dray'd^ 
Breaks o'er it wild, and forms a brown caicade* 

Has Nature this rough, naked piece dcfign'd. 
To hold inhabitants of mortal kind ! 
She has. Approach'd, appears a deep defcent. 
Which opens in a rock a large extent ! 
And hark !— its hollow entrance reach'd, I hear 
A trampling found of footfleps hafl'ning near ! 
A death-like chillnefs thwarts my panting breafl , 
Soft ! the wilhfd objed ftands at length confcft ! 



Of 
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Of youth his form !— But why with smguifti beat ? 
Why pin'd with fallow marks of difcoate»t ? 
Yet Patience,! abVii^i^ to beguile his care. 
Seems to raife hope, and fmiles away defpair, 
Compafficm, in his eye, furreys ray grief. 
And in his voice, invites nle to relief. 
Preventive of thy cal>, behold my hafte, 
(He fays,) nor let warm thanks thy fpirits wafie ! 
All fe^ fcMTget— E^b portal I poilefs. 
Duty wide-opens to receive difkrefs* 
Oblig'd, I follow, by his guidance led; 
The vaulted roof re-echoing to our tread ! 
And now, in fquar'd divilions, I furvey 
Chambers fequeft^r'd from the glare of day ; 
Yet needful lights are taught to intervene^* 
Thro' rifts : etch forming a perfpe£tive fcene* 

In front a parlour meets my entering vi<3w ; 
Opposed, a room to fweet refe6tion due. 
Here my ehill'd veins are warm'd by chippy fires. 
Thro' the bor'd rock above, the fmoke expires ; ' 
Neat, o'er a homely board, a napkin's fpread, 
Crown'd with a heapy caniHer of bread. 
A maple cup is neort difpatch'd, to bring 
The comfort of the falutary fpring : 
Nor mourn we abient bleffings of the vine. 
Here langhs a frugal bowl of rofy wine r 
And favVy cates, upon clean embers cafl. 
Lie hifling, till fnatch'd off; a rich repafl f 

a Soon 
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Soon leap my fpirits with enliven'd powV, 
[* And in gay converfe glides the feaftful hour. 

The Hermit, thus : Thou wonder*ft at thy fare : 
\ On me, yon city, kind, beflows her care : 

[ . Meat for keen &mine, and the genVous juice^ 

f That warms chilMife, her charities produce : 

Accept without reward j unaikM 'twas mine ; 
t ^ Here what thy health requires, as free be thine. 



y.- 



Hence learn that God, (who in the time of need. 
In frozen defarts can the raven feed) 
Well.fought, will delegate fomc pitying breafli 
His fecond means, to fuccour man dlftreft. 
He paus'd.' Deep thought upon his afped gloom'd | 
Then he, with fmile humane, his voice rdumM, 
Fm juft infofm'd, (and laugh me not tofcom) 
By one unfeen by thee, thou-rt Englifli-bom^ 
Of England I— To me the Britifh ftate 
Rifes, in dear memorial, ever great \ 
Here fWmd we confcious :— Diffidence fufpend ! 
Free flow our words ! — Did ne*er thy mufe extend 
To grots, where contemplation fmiles ferene. 
Where angels vifit, and where joys convene ? 
To groves, where more than mortal voices rife ? 
Catch the rapt foul, and waft it to the ikies ? 
This cave ! — Yon walks !— But, ere I more unfold, 
What artful fcehes thy eyes fiiall here behold, 
Think fubje6ls of my toil : nor wond'ring gaze J 
What cannot induftry completely raife ? 
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I 

Be the whole earth in one great landfcape found, 
By Induftry is all with beauty crown*d ! 
He, he alone, explores the mine for gain, 
Hews the hard rock, or harrows up the plain ; 
' He forms the fword to fmite, he (heaths the fieel. 
Draws health from herbs, and (hews the balm to heal S 
Or with loomM wool the native robe fupplies ; 
Or bids young plants in future forefts rife j 
Or fells the monarch oak, which, borne aw^, 
Shall, with new grace, the diftant ocean fway ; 
Hence golden Commerce views her wealth encreafe, 
The blifsful child of Liberty and Peace, 
He fcoops the ilubbom Alps, and, (till employed, 
Fills, with foft fertile mould, the fleril void ; 
Slop'd up white rocks, {mall, yellow harvefts growj 
And, green on terr&c'd flages, vineyards blow ! 
By him fall mountains to a level fpace^ 
An iflhmus finks, and funder?d feas embrace I 
He founds a city on the naked ihore^ 
And defolation fhrves the trad no more. 
From the wild waves he won the Belgic land $ 
Where wide they foamM her towns and traffics Hand ; 
He clearM, manur'd, enlarg'd the furtive ground. 
And firms the conquefl with his fenceful mound, 
Ev'n mid the watery world his Venice rofe, 
Each fabric there, as Pleafure's feat he (hows ! 
Their marts, fports, councils, are for a6tion fought, 
J^andfcapes for health, and folitude for thought* 

B What 
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What ponder then, I^ by his potent aid^ 
A manfion in a barren mountain made ? 
Part thou haft view'd ! — If further we explore. 
Let Induftrj deierve applaufe the more. 

No frowning care yon bleft apartment fees. 
There deep retires, and finds a couch of eafe. 
Kind dreams, that fly remorfe, and pamper 'd wealth. 
There (bed the fmiles of innocence and health. 

Mark !— Here defcends a grot, delightful feat ! 
Which warms e'en winter, tempers fummer heat ! 
See !-«-Gurgling from a top, a fpring diftils ! 
In mournful raeafures wind the dripping riils ; 
Soft coos of diiiiant doves, received around, 
In foothing mixture, fwell the wat'ry found ; 
And hence the ftreamlets fefek the terrace* Ihade, 
Within, without, alike to all convey'd. 
Pafs on — New fcenes, by my creative pojjv'r, 
Invite ReHef^n's fweet and folemn hour. 

We enter'd, where, in wcU-rang'd order, ftood 
Th' inftrudive volumes of the wife and good. 
Thefe friends (faidhe) tbo' I dcfert mankind, 
Good angels never would permit behind. 
Each genius, youth conceals, Or time difplays, 
I know 5 each work fome feraph bere conveys, 
Retirement thus prefents my fearchful thought, 
What heav'n infpir'd, and what the mufe has taught ; 
What Young, fatiric, and fublime has writ, 
Whofe life is virtue^ and whofe mufe is wit. 

Rapt 
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Rapt I fovefee thy * Mallet's early aim .« 

Shine in full worth, and ihoot at length to iaiQet 
Sweet fancy's bloom in Fenton's lay appears^ 
And the ripe judgment of inflru£tive years* 
In Hill is all that gen'rous fouls revere. 
To virtue and the mufe for ever dear : 
And Thomfon, in this praife, thy merit fee, 
The tongue that praifes merit, pr^fes thee. 

Thefe fcorn (i^d I) the verfe-wright of thdr age| 
Vdn of a laboured, languid, ufelefs page ; . 
To whofe dim faculty the meaaing fong 
Is glaring, or obfcure, when clear, and ftrong ; 
Who, in cant phrafes, gives a work difgrace ; 
His wit, and oddaefs of his tone and face; . 
Let the weak malice, nurs'd to an eifay. 
In fome low libel a mean heart difplay ; 
Thofe, who once prais'd, now undeceiv'd, defpife. 
It lives ccmtemn'd a day, then harmlefs dies. 
Or ihould fome nobler bard, their worth, unpraife, 
Deferting morals, that ad<mi his hys, 
Alas ! too oft each fcienoe ihews the fame. 
The great grow jealous of a greater name : 
Ye bank, the frailty mourn, yet brave the fliock \ 
Has not a Sdlliogfieet c^pos'd a Locke ? 
Oh, fiill proceed, with facred rapture fir'd ! 
Unenvy'd had he liv'd, if unadmir'd. 

* Author of a poem, csilid, The £zcvasiov» 

B a Let 
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Let Envy, he replied, all ireful rife. 
Envy purfues alone the brave and wife ; 
Maro and Socrates infpire her pain, 
And Pope, the monarch of the tuneful tram ! 
To whom be Nature's, and Britannia's praife ! 
All their bright honours rufh into his lays ! 
And all that glorious warmth his lays reveal. 
Which only poets, kings, and patriots feel ! 
Though gay as mirth, as curious thought fedate, 
As elegance polite, as powV elate ; 
Profound as reafon, and as juftice clear ; 
Soft as compaffion, yet as truth fevcre ; 
As bounty copious, as perfuaHon fweet. 
Like nature various, and like art complete j 
So fine her morals, fo fublime her views, 
His life is almoft equalled by his mufe. 

O Pope ! fince Envy is decreed by fate. 
Since flie purfues alone the wife and great ; 
In one fmall, emblematic landfcape fee. 
How vaft a diftance 'twixt thy foe and thee ! 
Truth from an eminence furveys our fcene, 
(A hill, where all is clear, and all ferene.) 
Rude earth-bred ftorms o'er meaner valleys blow. 
And wandering mifls roll, black'ning, far below ; 
Dark, and debas'd, like them, is Envy's aim. 
And clear, and eminent, like Truth, thy fame. 

Thus I. From what dire caufe can envy fpring ? 
Or why embofom we a viper's fling ? 

'Tis 
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*Tis Envy ftings our darling paffion, pride* 

Alas ! (the m^n of mighty foul replied) 

Why chufe we miseries ? Moft derive their birth 

From one bad fource — we dread fuperior worth ; 

Prefer'd, it fcems a fatire on our own ; 

Then heedlefs to excel we meanly moan : 

Then we'abftraift our views, and Envy fliow. 

Whence fprings the mis'ry pride is doom'd to know^ 

Thus; folly pain creates : By wifdom's povv'r. 

We (hun the weight of many a reftlels hour— 

Lo ! I meet wrong ; perhaps the wrong I feel 

Tends, by the fchemc of things, to public weal. 

I, of the whole am part— the joy men fee, 

Muft circulate, and fo revolve to me. 

Why fhould I then of private lofs complain? 

Of lofs, that proves, perchance, a brother's gain ? 

The wind, that binds one bark within the bay. 

May waft a richer freight its wifh'd-for way. 

If rains redundant Hood the abje6l ground, 

Mountains are but fupply'd, when vales are drown'd; 

If, with foft moifiure fwell'd, the vale looks gay. 

The verdure of the mountain fades away. 

Shall clouds, but at my welfare's call defcend ? 

Shall gravity for me her laws fufpend ? 

For me ihall funs their noon-tide courfe forbear? 

Or motion not fubiift to influence air ? 

Let the means vary, be they froft, or flame. 

Thy end, O Nature ! fiill remains the fame! 

B 3 Be 
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Be this the aWtiTe oft wife man** cue,— ^ 
To Ihun deferving ills, and learn to bear. 



CANTO II. 



W. 



HILE thus a mind humane, and wife, he (howf , 
All-eloquent of truth his language flows. 
Youth, tho' deprefsM, thro* all his form. appears ; 
Thro' all his fentiments the depth of years. 
Thus he— Yet farther Induftry behold, 
Which Gonfcious waits new wonders to unfold. 
Enter my chapel next**-Lo ! here begin 
The hallow'd rites, that check the growth of fin. 
When firft we met, how foon you feem'd to know 
My befom, lab'nng with the throbs of woe I 
Such racking throbs !— Soft t when I roufe thole cares> 
On my chill'd mind pale Recolle6Hon glares ! 
When moping Frenzy ftrove my thoughts to fway. 
Here prudent labours chasM her pow'r away. 
Full, and rough-nfing from yon fculpturM wall, _ 
Bold prophets, nations to repentance call ! 
Meek martyrs fmile in flames \ gor*dchampi(mB groan ? 
And mufe-like cherubs tune thc|ir harps in flone \ 
Next lhadow*d light a rounding force beftows. 
Swells into life, and fpeakii\g a£tion grows ! 
Here pleafing, melancholy fubje^is find, 
T» calm, amufe> exalt the penfire mind ! 

z' Thif 
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This figure tender grief, like mine^ impflies, 
And femblant thoughts, that earthly pomp defpife. 
Siich penitential Magdalene reveals ; 
Loofe-veil'd, in negligence of charms fhe kneels. 
•Tho^ drcfs, near-ftor*d, its vanity fupplies, 
The vanity of drefs unheeded lies. 
The finful world in forrowing eye (he keeps, 
As o*er Jerufalem Mcffiah weeps. 
One hand her bofbm fmites ; in one appears 
The lifted lawn, that drinks her failing tears. 

Since evil outweighs good, and fways mankind, 
True fortitude aiRimes the patient mind : 
Such prov'd Meffiah's, tho' to fuff'ring born. 
To penury, repulfe, reproach and fcorn. 
Here, by the pencil, mark his flight dcfign'd : 
The weary'd virgin by a fiream reclin'd. 
Who feeds the chUd. Her looks a charm exprefs, 

[ A modeft charm, that dignifies diftrefs. 

Boughs o'er their heads with bluilung fruit* depend, 
Which angek to her bulled ccMifort bend. 
Hence by the fmiling infant feem» difcem'd, 

[ Trifles, concerning Him, all heav'n, concem'd. 

Here»the transfigur*d Son from earth retires :' 

kt See ! the white form in a bright eloud afpires ! 

Full on hisfblPwers burfta a flood of rays, 
Proilrate they fall beoeath th* overwhelming blaze f 
Like noon-tide fumnier»ftin» the rays appear, 
UnfufTrable, magnificent, and near ! 

B 4 What 
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What fcene of agony the garden brings; 
The cup of gall ; the fuppliant king of kings f 
The crown of thorns ; the crofs, that felt him die ; 
Thefe^ languid in the fketch, unfiniih'd lie. 

There, from the dead^ centurions fee him rife,- 
See ! but flruck down with horrible furprize ! 
As the firft glory ieem*d a fun at noon. 
This cafls the Cilver fplendor of the moon. 

Here peopled day, th* afcending God furveys ! 
The glory varies, as the myriads gaze ! 
Now foften*d, like a fun at diflance feen. 
When thro' a cloud bright-gkncing, yet ferene ! 
Now faft-encrealing to the croud amaz'd. 
Like fome vafi: meteor high in ether raisM ! 
My labour, yon high-vaulted altar ibins 
With dies, that emulate etherial plains. 
The convex glafs which in that opening glows, 
Mid circling rays a pidtur'd Saviour (hows ! 
Bright it colle6b the beams, which, trembling, all. 
Back from the God, a (how'ry radiance, fell. 
Lightening the fcene beneath ! a fcene divine ! 
Where faints^ clouds^ feraphs, intermingled (hine ! 

Here water-falls, that play melodious rounds 
Like a i^eet organ, fwell a lofty found ! 
The folemn notes bid earthly pai&ons fly. 
Lull all my cares, and lift my foul on high ! 

This monumental marble — this I rear 
To one— Oh 1 ever moum'd l-^-Oh ! ever dear I 

He 



TH E WA N DE RKK. sg 

He flopt— pathetic fighs the paufe fupply* 
And the prompt tear ftarts, quiv'ring, on hU eye ! 
I look'd — two columns near the wall were feen, 
Aa imaged beauty ftretchM at length between. 
Near the wept fair, her harp Cecilia fining ; 
Leaning, from high, a liflVmg angel hung ! 
Friendfhip, whofe figure at the feet remains^ 
A phoenix , with irradiate creft, fufUins : 
This gracM onef palm, while one extends t'impart 
Two foreign hands, that clafp a burning heart. ^ 
A pendent veil (wo hov'ring feraphs raife. 
Which opening heav'n.upon the roof difplays I 
And two, benevolent, lefs-didant, hold 
A vafe, collective of perfumes uproll*d ! 
Thefe from the heart, by Friendfhip held, arife, 
Od'rous as incenfe gathering in the ikies, 
In the fond pelican is love expreil. 
Who opens to her young her tender breaft. 
Two mated turtles hov'ring hang in air. 
One by a faulcon ftruck I— In wild defpair. 
The hermit cnes-*-So death, alas ! defiroys 
The tender confort of my cares and joys I 
Again foft tears upon his eye4id hung. 
Again check'd founds dy'd, fluttering, on his tongue. 
Too well his pining inmoft thought I know ! 
Too well e'en filence tells the flory'd woe ! 
To his my fighs, to his my tears reply I 
I ftray o'er all the tomb a wat'ry eye! 

Next 
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Next» on the walTher fceiiei of life I gaz'd. 
The form back4efttiittg, by a gbbe half-raia'd ! 
Chorubs a prafier'd crown of gloiy (how, 
£/d wkftful by th* admiring fair belonv. 
In a6^ion eloquent difposM her hands. 
One fhows her bread, in rapture one expands ! 
This the fend hermit feizM !^o*er all his fiuil, 
The foft, wild, wailing, am'rous paffion ftolc ! 
In fiedfaft gaze his eyes her afpe^ keepi 
Then turn away, awhile dejcded weep ; 
Then he reverts *em ; but reverts in vadn. 
Dimmed with the fwelling grief that flreams agsun. 
Where now is my philofophy ^ (he cries) 
My joy, hope, reafon, my Olympia dies ! 
Why -did I e*er that prime of blcffings know ? 
Was it, ye cruel fates, t'embitter woe ? 
Why would your hcki not level firft my head ? 
Why muft I live to weep Olympia dead ? 
«— Sir, I had once a wife ! fair bloom'd her youth, 
Her form w«8 beauty, and her (bul was truth ! 
Oh, (he was dear 1 How dear, what words can (ay ? 
She dies ! — my heav*n at once is fnatch'd away ! 
Ah I what avails, that, by a father'^ care, 
I rofe a wealthy and illuflrious heir ? 
That early in my youth I leam*d to prore 
Th* inftrudtive, pleafing, academic grove ? 
That in the fenato eloquence was mine ? 
That valour gave me in the field to Ihine t 

That 
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That love flKJw Yd Moffinfp toa--*ftr,racre ib>i» ftU 
High rapt ambition e^cr could happy cfliUf * 
Ah !— »What are thefe, which e'en the wiieiMk)l«^ 
Loft is my pride !«^^l3nnpia ta do more ! 
Had I, ye perfecuiii^ powers ! been bom 
The world's cold j^ty, or, at beil:» its fcom ; 
Of wealth, of rank^ of kindred warmth bereft; 
To want, to ihame, to rutUefii cenfuro left i 
Patience, or pride, tothis, relief fuppUes! 
But a lofi: wife !— there ! there diflradHoa liea ! 

Now three fad years I yield me all to grief. 
And fly the hated comfort of relief: 
Tho' rich^ gre^y yoiuig, I leave a pompous feac^ 
(My brother's now) to fcek fome dark retreat ; 
Mid cloifter'd folitary tombs I ftray^ 
Defpair and horror lead the cheerlef? way I 
My forro^ grows to fuch a wild eatcefs, 
Life, injured life, muft with the ps^ion lefs ! 
Olympia ! — My Olyropia 's loft 1 (I cry.) 
Olympia 'a loft, the hollow vaults reply ! 
Louder I make my lamentable moan ; 
The fwelling echoes learn like me to groan : 
The ghofts to fcream, as thro' lone aifles they fweep f 
The (brines to Ihudder, and the faints to weep ! 

Now grief and rage, by gathering fighs, fuppreft. 
Swell my full heart, and heave my laboring bmift ! 
With ftruggling ftarts, each vital firing they ftrain> 
And flrike the tott'ring fabric of my brain ! 

O'er 
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O'er my funk fpiiits frowns a vap'ry fcene. 
Woe's dark retreat ! the madding maze of fpleen ! 
A deep damp gloom o'erfpreads the murky cell $ 
Here pining thoughts, and fecret terrors dwell I 
Here learn the Great unreal wants to feign ! 
Unpleafing truths here mortify the vBin I 
Here learnmg, blinded firfl, and then beguil'd. 
Looks dadc as Ignorance, as Frenzy wild ! 
Here firft Credulity on Reafon won ! 
And here falfe Zeal myfterious rants begun ! 
Here Love inpearls each moment with a tear^ 
And Superfiition owes to Spleen her fear ! 

Fantajdic lightnings, thro' the dreary way. 
In fwift fhort fignals flafh the burning day ! 
Above, beneath, acrofs, around, they fly i 
A dire deception ftrikes the mental eye ! 
By the blue fires, pale phantoms grin ferere ! 
Shrill, fancy'd echoes wound th' affrighted ear ! 
Air-banifh'd fpirits flag in fogs profound, 
And, all-obfcene, Ihed baneful damps around ! 
Now whifpers, trembling in fome feeble wind. 
Sigh out prophetic fears, and freeze the mind ! 

Loud laughs the hag ! —She mocks complaint away> 
Unroofs the den, and lets in more than day. 
Swarms of wild Fancies, wing'd in various flight, 
Seek emblematic (hades, and myilic light ! 
Some drive with rapid fleeds the fhining car ! 
Thefe nod from thrones ! Thofe thunder in the war ! . 

Till 
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Till, tir*d, they turn from the delufire (how. 
Start from wild joy, and fix in fhipid woe. 

Here the lone hour, a blank of life difplays. 
Till now bad thoughts a fiend more t6Hrc raife ; 
A fiend in evil momenta ever nigh ! 
Death in her hand, and frenzy in her eye ! 
Her eye all red, and funk !— A robe (he wore. 
With life's calamities embroidered o*er. 
A mirror in one hand collective fhows, 
Varied, and multiplyM that group of woes« 
This endlefs foe to gen'rous toil and pain 
Lolls on a couch for eafe ; but lolls in vain ; 
She mufes o'er her woe-embroiderM veft. 
And felf-abhorrence heightens in her breaff. 
To (hun her care, the force of fleep (he tries, 
Still wakes her mind, tho' (lumbers doze her eyes : 
She dreams, fiarts, rifes, flalks from place to place, 
With reftlefs, thoughtful, interrupted pace ; 
Now eyes the fun, and curfes ey'ry ray. 
Now the green ground, where colour fades away. 
Dim fpeClres dance ! Again her eye fhe rears ; 
Then from the blood-lhot ball wipes purpled tears ; 
Then prcfles hard her brow, with mifchief fraught. 
Her brow half burfls with agony of thought ! 
From me ((he cries) pale wretch, thy comfort claim. 
Bom of Defpair, and Suicide my name ! 
Why (hould thy life a moment's pain endure ? 
Here cv'ry object proffers grief a cure. 

She 
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She points where leates of hemlock black'ning /hoot! 
Fear not ! pluck ! eat {Md ibe) the ibv'reign root 1 
Then Death, rev^rsVl, ihall bear hit ebon lancet 
Soft o'er thy fight fliaU fwim the ihadowy trance ! 
Or leap yon rock, poffefs a wat'ry grave^ 
And leave wild foirow to the wind and wave ! 
Or mark — ^this poniard thus from mis'ry frees ! 
She wouods her breaft ! — the guilty ileel I feize ! 
Straight, where ihe flruck, a fmoaking iprlngof gore 
Wells from the wound, and floats the crimfon'd floor. 
She faints ! ihe fades !«-*Calm thoughts the deedrevolve. 
And now, unftartling, fix the dire refolve ; 
Death drops his terrors, and, with charming wiles, 
Winning, and kind, like my Olympia fmiles ! 
He points the paflage to the feats divinei 
Where poets, heroes, fainted lovers fhine f 
I come, Olympia ! — My rear'd arm extends ; 
Half to my breall: the threat*ning point defcends ! 
Straight thunder rocks the land ! new lightnings play I 
When, lo ! a voice refounds — Arife ! away ! 
Away ! nor murmur at th* afflidive rod ! 
Nor tempt the vengeance of an angry God ! 
Fiy'll thou from Providence for vain relief ? 
Such i!l-fought eafe fhall draw avenging grief. 
Honour, the more obftrufted, flronger fliines, 
Atid zeal by perfecution's rage refines. 
By woe, the foul to daring adions fwells ; 
By woe, in paintlefs patience it excels ; 

From 
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From patience, prudent clear experience (priof9» 
And traces knowledge thro' the courfe of things ! 
Thence hope is fonn'd, thence fortitude, (hccefs, 
Renown :-*>whate*er men covet and carefst 

The vanldi'd fiend thus fent a hollow voice'— 
Would'ft thou be happy ! Straight be death th|r choice^ 
How mean are thofc, who paf&vdy complain; 
While adive fouls, more free, their fetters ftrain ? 
Tho' knowledge thine, hope, fortitude, fuccefs, 
Renown : — whate'er men covet and carefs; 
On earth fuccefs muft in its turn give way. 
And ev'n perfedion introduce decay. 
Never the world of fpirits thus— -their reft 
Untouched ! entire ! once happy, ever bleft ! 

Earncft the heavenly voice relponfive cries, 
Oh, liftcn not to fubtilty unwife ! 
Thy guardian faint, who mourns thy haplefs fate, 
Heav'n grants to prop thy virtue, ere too late« 
Know, if thou wilt thy dear-lovM wife deplore, 
Olympia waits thee on a foreign Ihore ; 
There in a cell thy laft remains be fpent; 
Away ! deceive Defpair, and find Content ! 

I heard, obcy'd ; nor mere of fate complained ; 
Long feas I meafur'd, and this mountain gainM, 
Soon to a yawning rift, chance tum*d my way ; 
A den it prov'd where a huge ferpent lay ! 
Flame -ey'd he lay !— He rages now for food^ 
Meets my ^rft glance, and meditates my blood ! 

His 
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His bulky in many a gatherM orb uprollM, 
Rears fpire on fpire ! His fcales, bc-dropt with gold, 
Shine bumiHi'd in the Ain ! Such height they gain. 
They, dart green luftre on the diftant main ! 
Now writh'd in dreadful flope, he ftoops his creft. 
Furious to fix on my unihielded breaft ! 
Juft as he springs, my (abre fmites the foe ! 
Headlefs he falls beneath th* unerring blow ! 
Wrath yet remains, tho' ftrength his fabric leaves. 
And the meant hifs, the gafping mouth deceives; 
The length'tiing trunk flow^loofens ev'ry fold, 
Lingers in life ; then flretches ftilF, and cold, 
Juft as th' invet'rate fon of mifchief ends, 
Comes a white dove, and near the fpot defcends : 
I hail this omen ! all bad paffions ceafe, 
Like the (lain fnake, and all within is peace. 
Next,- to Religion this plain roof I raife ! 
In duteous rites my hallow'd tapers blaze I 
I bid due incenfe on my altar fmoke ! 
Then, at this tomb, my promised Love invoke ! 
She hears ! — Shecomes I —My heart what raptures warm ? 
All my Olympia fparkles in the form' ! 
No pale, wan, livid mark of Death fhe bears ! 
Each rofeate look a quickening tranfport wears ! 
A robe of light, high -wrought, her ihape inverts; 
Unzon'd the fwelling beauty of her breafts ! 
Her auburn hair each flowing ring refumeS; 
In her fair hand, Love's branch of myrtle blooms ! 

Silent; 
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Silent, awhile, each well-known charm I trace ; 
Then thus, (while nearer (he avoids th* embrace) 
Thou dear deceit !— muft I a ftiade purfue ? 
Dazzled I gaze I— thou fwimm'ft before my view ! 
Dipt uLetherial dews,, her bough divine 
Sprinkles ray eyes, which, (Irengthcn'd, bear the (hine: 
Still thus I urgcu(for ffill the fhadowy blifs 
Shuns the warm grafp, nor yields the tender kifs) 
Oh, fly not !— fade not I liften to Love's call I 
She lives !— no more I 'm man ! — I 'm fpirit all ! 
Then let me fnatch thee !— prefs thee !--take me whole! 
Oh, clofe !— yet clofer 1 — clofer to my foul ! 
Twice, round her waift, my eager arms entwin'd. 
And, twice dcceiv'd, my frenzy clafp'd the wind ! 
Then thus I rav'd— Behold thy hufband kneel^ 
And Judge ! O judge, what agonies I feel ! 
Oh ! be no longer, if unkind, thus fair ; 
Take Horror's (hape, and fright me with deipair ! 
Rather than thus, impitying, fee ray moan, 
Far rather frown, and fix me here in flone ! 
But mock not tlius— Alas ! (the charmer faid. 
Smiling ; and, in her fmile, foft radiance play'd) 
Alas ! no more eluded ftrength employ. 
To clafp a ftiade !— What more is mortal joy ? 
Man's blifs is, like his knowledge, butfurmis'd; 
One ignorance, the other pain difguis'd ! 
Thou wert (had all thy wiih been ftill poffeft) 
supremely curfi from being greatly bleft 5 

C For 



34 tHE WANDERER. 

For oh ! fo fair, fo dear was I to thee. 
Thou htdft forgot thy God, to worfhip me ; 
This he forefaw, and fnatch'd me to the tomb; 
Above I flourifli in unfading bloom. 
Thiiik me not loft : for thee I heay*n implore ! 
Thy guardian aiifgcl, tho'' a wife no more ! 
I, when ^ftrafted from this world you feem, 
Hint the pure thought, and frame thehea^*nly dream • 
Clofe at thy fide, when morning ffreaks the aif, 
In Mufic*s voice I wake thy mind to pray"r ! 
By me, thy hymns, like pureft incenfe, rife^ 
Fragrant with grace, and pleafing to the ikies ! 
Attd when that form (hall from its clay rejfine, 
(That only bar betwixt my foul and thine J > 
When thy levy fpirit mounts to realms of light. 
Then fhall Olympia aid thy earlieft flight ; 
Mingled well flame in raptures, that afpiie- 
Beyond all youth, all fenfe, and all defire. 
, She endedv Still fuch fweetnefs dwells behind^ 
Th*' inchaiiting voice ftill warbles in my mind ; 
But lo I th** unbodied viflon fleets away !'— » 
—Stay, my Olympia !— I conjure thee, flay f 
Yet day— for thee my mem'iy learns to fmart t 
Sure ev*ry vein contains a bleeding heart ! 
Sooner ihall fplendor leave the blaze of day,. 
Than love, fo pure, fo vaft as mine, decay, 
From the fame heavenly fource its luftre catrie. 
And glows, immortal, with congenial flame I 

2 / Ah I 
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Ah !— let nie sot with fift& n^glt&ti bum ( ' 

Sweet miftrefs of my fpul^ r^turn^ return ! 

Alas 1-^ ihc*s Aed !-^I tnverk now the placet 
Where my enamour'd thoughts her footdepg trace* 
Noi¥t o'er the tomb^ I beodmx Stooping head| 
There tearit the doquenoeof forrow^ ihed. 
Sighs choak my words, unable to expreft 
The pan£^» the throbs of fpeechlefs tendernefs ! 
Not with more ardent, more tnmfpare&t flamey 
Call dying faints on thetr Creator *8 namei 
Than I on hers;--*but, thro* yon yielding door. 
Glides a new phantom oVr th' illumiA'd floor ! 
The roof fwift-kindles from the beaming ground^ 
And floods of living luflre flame around! 
In all the majefty of light arrajr'd, 
Awful it (hioei!-«-^tif Cato^s hooourM flude ! 
As I, the heaT^nly vifitant purfue, 
Sublimer glory operii to my view ! 
He fpeaks I-^But^ oh ! what words fliall dare fepcat 
His thoughts !-«-they leave me fir'd with patriot heat 
More than poetic raptures now I feel. 
And own that godlike paffion, public zeal ! 
But, from my frailty, it receives a ftain, 
I grow, unlike my great Infpirer, vain ; 
And bum., once more, the bufy world to know^ 
And ^ould, in fcenes of action foremoft ^Um I 
Where proud ambition points her dazding rays ! 
Where coronets and crowns, attractive, blaze! 

Ca Whc 
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When my Olympia leaves the realms above. 
And lures me back to folitary love. 
She tells me truth, prefers an humble fiate. 
That genuine greatnefs ihuns the being great ! 
That mean are thofe, who felfc^tcrm'd honour prize*; 
Whofe fabricks, from their country's rum rife ; 
Who look the traitor, like the patriot jfair ; 
Who, to enjoy the vineyard, wrong the heir. 

I hear !— thro* all my veins new tranfpots roll I 
I gaze !— warm love comes ruihing on my foul ! 
Ravifli'd I gaze ! — agaiii her charjns decay ! 
Again my manhood to my grief gives way I 
Cat© returns !— Zeal takes her courfe to reign J 
But zeal is in ambition loft again ! 
Fm now the Have of fondnefs !— now of pride I 
—By turns they conquer, and by turns fubfide t 
Thefe balanced each by each, the golden mean, 
Betwixt them found, gives happinefs ferene ; 
This rU enjoy !— He ended !— I reply'd : 
O Hermit ! thou art worth fcverely try'd I 
But had not innate grief produced thy woes. 
Men, barb'rous men, had preyM on thy repofe# 
When feeking joy, we feldom Ibrrow mifs, 
And often mis'ry points the path to blifs* 
The foil, moft worthy of the thrifty fwain. 
Is wounded thus, ere trufted with the grain ^ 
The ftruggling grain muft work obfcure its way, 
Ece the firft green fprings upward to the day ; 

Up. 
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Up-fprung, fuch weed-like coarfeaefs it betrays, 
Flocks on th' abandoned blade permiffiTe graze ; 
Then (hoots the wealth, from imperfe^on dear, 
And thus a grateful harv^ft crowns the year. 



CANTO III, 



T. 



H U S free our focial time from raommgflowi. 
Till rifing (hades attempt the day to clofe. 
Thus my new friend : Behold the light's decay: 
Back to yon city let me point thy way. 
South -we(ly behind yon hill, the (looping fun. 
To ocean's verge his fluent courfe has run ; 
His i^rting eyes a wat'ry radiance (hed, 
Glance through the vale, and tip the mquntain^s head ; 
To whicji oppos'd the (had'wy gulfs below, 
Beauteous, refle^Sl the party»colour'd fnow. 

Now dance the ftars, where Ve(per leads the way; 
Yet all faint-glimm'ring with remains of day. 
Orient, the Queen of Night emits her dawn. 
And throws, unfeen, her mantle o^er the lawn* 
Up the blue deep, her crimfon orb now (bines ; 
Now on the mountain-top her arm reclines. 
In a red crcfcent fcen : her zone now gleams. 
Like Venus, quivYmg in rcfledling ftreams. 
Yet red'ning, yet round-burning up the air, 
from the white cliff, her feet flow-rifing glare i 

C3 Sec! 
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See ! fiamet, condenaM^ now vary her atdre ; 
Herface, a broad circumference of fire. 
Dark firs feem kindly in nodturnal blaze ; 
Thro* ranka of pin^» her broken luftrc plays. 
Here glares, there brown-projeding fhade bellows. 
And, glittering, fports upon the fpangled fnows. 

Now filver turn her beams ! — Yon den they gain j 
The big, rouz'd lion fhakes his brindled main. 
Fierce, fleet, gaunt monfters, all prepared for gore, 
Kend woods. Tales, rocks, with wide-refoundtng roar« 
O dire prefage !— But fear not thou, my friend, 
Our fleps the guardians of the juft attend. 
Homeward I'll wait thee on-p-and now furvey. 
How men, and fpirits, chace the night away ! 
Yon nymps and fwains in am'^rous mirth advance 3 
To breathing mufic moves the circling dance. 
Here theboW youth in deeds adventurous glow, 
Skimming in rapid ileds the crackling fnow. 
Not when Tydides won the fun'ral race. 
Shot his light cat along in fwifter pace. 
Here the glazM way with iron feet they dare. 
And glide, well-pois'd, like Mercuries in air. 
There crowds, with liable tread, and levell'd eye, 
Lift, and difmifs the quoits, that whirling fly. 
With force fuperior, not with (kill fo true. 
The pondVous dilk from Roman linews flew. 
Where neighb'ring hills fome cloudy (heet fullain, 
Frcez'd o'er the pether vale a penfive plain^ 

Croft 
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Crofs the roof d hollow roUi the wnSy Tound, 
The crack'd ice rattles, and the rodu reibund ! 
Cenfuree, difpucea, and laughs, alternate, rife; 
And deaf luogclaiigor thimden up the ikiesu 

Thus, amid croivded imagea» ferene, 
Foom hour to hour we pafs'd, from fcene to fcene : 
Faft wore the ntght« Full loog we pac'd our way ; 
Vainlteps! the city yet 6ir diihat Jay. 
While thus the Hermit, ere my wonder fpoke, 
Methoug^t, with new amufement, filence broke ; 
Yon amber-hu*d cafcade, which fleecy flies 
Thro* rocks, and flrays along the trackleit ikiea 
To frolic fairies marks the mazy ring ; 
Fonh to the dance from little cells they fpring, 
Meafur'd to pipe, or harp i— and next they fland^ 
Marfhall'd beneath the moon, a radiant band ! 
In froft'Work now delight the fportiye kind : 
Now court wild Fan<7 in the whifUing wind* 

Hark !•— the funereal bell's deepfounding toll. 
To blifs, from mWry^ calls fome righteous ibul ! 
Jttft freed from life, like fwiftpafcending fire, 
Glorious it mounts, and gleams from yonder fpine ! 
Light claps its wing9 i-<-It views, with pitying fight. 
The friendly mourcner pay the pious rite ; 
The plume high-wrought, that black*ning nods in air; 
The flow-pac*d weeping pomp ; the folemn pny V ; 
The decent tomb ; the verfe, that Sorrow gives. 
Where, to remembrance fwcet, fair Virtue lives. 

C 4 ?Jw 
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Now to mid-heaT'n the whlten'd moon inclines, 
And (hades contrary mdrk-d out in clearer lines ; 
With noifelefs gloom the plains are deluged o'er : 
See ! — from the north, what dreaming meteors pour ! 
Beneath Bootes fprings the radiant train, 
And quiver thro' the axle of his wain. 
O'er altars thus, impainted, we behold 
Half-circling glories (hoot in rays of gold* 
Crofs either fwift elance the vivid fires ! 
As fwift again each pointed flame retires ! 
In fancy's eye encount'ring armies glare, 
And fanguine enfigns wave unfurl'd in air ! 
Hence the weak vulgar deem impending fate, 
A monarch ruin'd, or unpeopled (late. 
Thus comets, dreadful viiitants 1 arife 
To them wild omens, fcience to the wife! 
Thefe mark the comet to the fun incline. 
While deep-red flames around its center ftiine J 
While its fierce rear a winding trail difplays. 
And lights all ether with the fwecpy blaze ! 
Or when, compell'd, it flies the torrid zone, 
And flioots by worlds unnumber'd, and unknown ; 
By worlds, whofe people, all-aghafl with fear, 
May view that minifter of vengeance near ! 
'Till now the tranfient glow, remote, and loft. 
Decays, and darkens 'mid involving frofb ! 
Or when it, fun-ward, drinks rich beams again, 
And burns imperious on th' etherial plain ! 

The 
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The learn'd-one, curious, eyes it from afar. 
Sparkling thro* night, a hew, illiiftrious ftar ! 
The moon, dcfcehding, law us now purfue 
The various talk ; — the city near in yicw ! 
Here from ftill life (he cries) avert thy fight. 
And mark what deeds adorn, or (hame the night ! 
But, heedful, each immodeft ptofped fly ; 
Where decency forbids enquiry's eye. 
Man were not man, without love's wanton fire, 
But rcafon's glory is to quell defire. 
What are thy fruits, O Luft ? Short bleffings, bought 
With long remorfe, the feed of bitter thought ; 
Perhaps fome babe to dire difeafes born, 
Dbdm'd for another's crimes, thro' life, to mourn ; 
Or murder'd, to preferve a mother's fame ; 
Or caft obfcure ; the child of want and (hame I 
Falfe pride I What vices on our condu6^ fteal. 
From the World's eye one frailty to coiiceal ? 
Ye cruel mothers ! — Soft ! thofe words command ; 
So near fliall cruelty and mother ftand ? 
Can the dove's bofom fnakey venom dralW ? 
Can its foot iharpen, like the vulture's claw ? 
Can the fond goat, or tender fleecy dam 
Howl, like the wolf, to tear the kid, or lamb ? 
Yes, there are mothers — There I fear'd his Aim, 
And confcious, trembled at the coming name ; 
Then, with a figh, his iflTuing words oppos'd ! 
^traight with a falling tear the fpeech he clos'd. ^ 

That 
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That teBdersefi which ties of bkxxi 6eny^ 
Nature repaid me from a (Irsinger'f eye. 
Pale grew my cheelu !— But now to general viewff 
Our converfe turns, which thus my friend fenews* 

Yon manfioni made by beaming tapers gay. 
Drowns the dim night, and counterfeits the day. 
From lumin'd windows glancing on the eye, 
Around, athwart, the friiking (badows fly. 
There midnight riot fpreads illufive joys. 
And fortune, health, and dearer time deftroys* 
Soon death's dark agent to luxuriant eafe. 
Shall wake iharp warnings in fome fierce difeaie, 

O man ! thy fabric's like a well-form'd ftate ; 
Thy thoughts, firfi-rankM, were fure dcfign'd the great t 
Paffions plebeians are, which fadion raife ; 
Wine, like pour'd oil, excites the raging blaze : 
Then ^ddy anarchy's rude triumphs rife : 
Then fov'reign reafon from her empire flies : 
That ruler once depos'd, wifdom and wit. 
To noife and folly, place and pow'r fubmit; 
Like a frail bark thy weakened mind is tofl, 
Unfteer'd, unbalanced, ull its weahh is loft. 

The mifer-fpirit eyes the fpcndthrift hdr. 
And mourns, too late> cSe&b of fordid care. 
His treafures fly to cloy each fawning flave ; 
Yet grudge a ilone to dignify his grave. 
For this, low-thoughted craft his life employed { 
For this, tho* wealthy, he no wealth enjoy*d ; 

For 
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For this, he grip'd the poor, and alms deny'd^ 
Unfriended liv'd, and unlamented died* 
Yet fmile, griev'd (hade ! when that unprofp'rous flon^ 
Faft-leflens, when gay hourft return no moiei 
Smile at thy heir, beholding in his fall, 
Men once oblig'd, like him, ungrateful all ! 
Then thought*inipiring woe hb heart (hall mendf 
And prove his only wife, unflattVing friend. 

Folly exhibits thus unmanly fport, } 
While plotting mifchief keeps refervM her court* 
Lo ! from that mount, in blading fulphur broke^ 
Stream flames voluminous, enwrapp'd with fmoke ! 
In chariot-fhape they whirl up yonder towV, 
Lean on its brow, and like deflru6tion low'r ! 
From the black depth a fiery legion fprings ; 
Each bold, bad fpe(6tre claps her founding wings i 
And ilraight beneath a fummoa'd, trait'rous baod^ 
On horror bent, in dark convention (land : 
From each fiend's mouth a ruddy vapour flows. 
Glides thro* the roof, and o'er the council glows ; 
The villains, clofe beneath th* infection pent, 
Feel, all-poflTefsM, their rifing gsiUs ferment ; 
And burn with fa6tion, hate, and vengeful ire, 
For rapine, blood, and devaflation dire ! 
But Juilice marks their ways : (he waves, in air. 
The fword, high-threat'ning, like a comet's glare* 

While here dark Villainy herfelf deceives, 
Xber^ ftudioujs Honefly our view relieves* 

A feeblo 
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A feeble taper^ from yon lonefome room, 
ScattVing thin rays, juft glimmers thro* the gloom. 
There fits the fapient bard in mufeful mood. 
And glows impaifionM for his country's good ! 1 
All the bright fpirits of the juft, combined. 
Inform, refine, and prompt his towVing mind ! 
He takes the gifted quill from hands divine, 
Around his temples rays refulgent ftiinc ! 
Now rapt ! now more than man ! — I fee him climb. 
To view this fpeck of earth from worlds fublime ! 
I fee him now o'er Nature's works prcfide ! 
How clear the vifion ! and the fcene how wide ! 
Let fome a name by adulation raifc. 
Or fcandal, meaner than a venal praife ! 
My mufe (he cries) a nobler profpe6t view f 
Thro' fancy*s wilds fome moral's point purfue ! 
From dark deception clear-drawn trutk difplay, 
As from black chaos rofe refplendent day I 
Awake cbmpaifion, and bid terror rife ! 
'Bid humble forrows firike fuperior eyes ! 
So pamper'd pow'r, unconfcious of diftrefs, 
May fee, be mov'd, and, being mov'd, redrefs. 

Ye traytors, tyrants, fear his flinging lay ! 
Ye pow'rs unlov'd, unpity'd in decay ! 
But know, to you fweet-blofibm'd Fame he brings, 
Ye heroes, patriots, and paternal kings ! 

O Thou, who form'd, who rais'd the poet's art, 
(Voice of thy will !) unerring force impart 1 

If 
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If wailing worth can generous w^nnth excite. 
If verfe can gild inftru^ion with delight, 
Infpire his honeil Mufe with orient flame, 
To rife, to dare, to reach the nobleft aim ! 

But, O my friend ! myfierious is our fate I 
How mean his fortune, tho' his mind elate ! 
^aeas-like, he pafles thro* the crowd, 
Unfought, unfeen beneath misroftune's cloud ; 
Or feen with flight regard : UnpraisM his name ; 
His after-honour,^Mid our after-ihame. 
The doom'd defert to avHice ibnds confe&'d ; 
Her eyes averted are, and fteePd her breaft. 
Envy afquint the future wonder eyes : 
Bold Infult, pointing, hoots him as he flies ; 
While coward Cenfure, iktUM in darker ways. 
Hints fure detra6Hon in diflembled praife ! 
Hunger^ thiril, nakedneis, there grievous fall ! 
Unjuft Deriflon too !— »that tongue of gall ! 
Slow corned relief, with no mild charms enduM, 
UfherM by Pride, and by Reproach purfu'd, 
Forc'd Pity meets him with a cold rcfped, 
Unkind as Scorn, ungenerous as Negled^. 

Yet, fufF*ring Worth ! thy fortitude will fhine f 
Thy foes are Virtue's, and her friends are thine ! 
Patience is thine, and Peace thy days ihall crown ; = 
Thy treafure Prudence, and thy claim Renown : 
Myriads, unborn, fliall mourn thy haplefs fate, 
And myriads grow, by thy example, great I 

Harkl 
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Hark ! from the watch-tow V rolb the tnimpet^s foutid^ 
Sweet thro'itill night, prochuniiig fafety round ! 
Von (hade iliuftrious quits the realms of rei^. 
To aid fome orphan of its race diftreil. 
Safe widds him thro* the fubterraneous way» 
That mines yon manfion, grown with ruin grey» 
And marks the wealthy, unfufpeded ground^ 
Where, green with rull, lang-buried coins abounds. 
This plaintive ghoft, from earth when newly fied^ 
Saw thofe^ the living ttufted, wrong the dead ; 
He faw, by fraud abusM ^ the lifelefs hand 
Sign the falfe deed that alienates his land ; 
Heard, on his fame, injurious cenfure thrown, 
And monm*d the beggar'd orphan's bitter groan* 
Commiifion'd now, the faKhood he reveals^ 
To juftice foon th* enabled heir appeals ; 
Soon, by this wealth, are cofily pleas maintain'd^ 
And, by difcorer'd truth, loil right regainM. 

But why (may fome enquire) whf kind fuccefii 
Since my Hie heav'n gives mb'ry oft to bleft ? 
Tho* mis*ry leads to happinefs^and truth, 
Unequal to the load, this languid youth, 
UnftrcngthenM virtue fcarce his bofoni fir*d^ 
And ficarAil fix>m his growing wants retir'dv 
(Ofa^ kt none cenfure, if« untiied by griefi 
If, amidfi woe^ untempted by relief,) . 
He ftoop'd relu^hmt to low arts of ihame^ 
Which then, ev'n then he fcom'd, and blufiiM to name« 

Heav* 
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Hdkv^n fees, and makes tb' imperfe^ wortb its care^ 
And cheers the tfembling heart, unform'd to bean^. 
Now rifing fortune elevates hi* miod. 
He fliines unclouded, and adonis mankuuL 

So in finne engine, that denies a Tent^ 
If unrefpiring is fimie creatufe pent. 
It fickens, dniops, and pants, and gafps for breathy 
Sad o*er the fight fwim fliadVy miAs of death $ 
If then kind air pours pow'rful in again. 
New heats, Aewpulfei quicken ev*ry Teia; 
From the clear'd, lifted, Itfe^-ekindledejre, 
DifpersM, the dark and dampy vapours fly. 

From trembling tombs the ghofU of greataeis rife^ 
And o'er their bodies hang with wiftful cy€$; 
Or difcotttented ftalk, and mix their howls . 
With howling wojves, theirfcreamswithicreafpit^owlfb 

The interv^ 'twixt night and morn is nigh, 
^Winter morQ nitrous chilis the fluidow'd iky. 
Springs with foft heats no more give borders greeo^ 
Nor fmoaking breathe alpi^g the whiten'd (bene i 
While fleamy currents, fweet in profped, charm 
Like veins blue-winding on a fair-one's arm» 

Now Sleep to Fancy parts with half his pow'r. 
And broken flumbei? drag the reftlefs hour* 
The murder'dYeems alive, and ghaiUy glsrey. 
And in dire dreams the confcious murd'rer fcares^ 
Shews the yet*fpouting wound, th' enfangujn'd floor. 
The walls yet fmoaking with th^ fpatter'd gore ; 

Or 
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Or fluricks to dozing juftice, and reveals 
The deed, which fraudful art from day conceals ; 
The dehe obfcenc, where no fufpicion pries. 
Where the disfigur'd corfe unfhrouded lies ; 
The fure, the. ftriking proof, fo firong maintain'd. 
Pale Guilt ilarts felf-couyi£ked, when arraigned. 

Thefc fpirits, treafon of its pow/r diveft. 
And turn the peril from the patriot's bread. 
Thofe folema thought infpire, or bright defcend 
To fnatch, in vifion fweet, the dying friend* 

But we deceive the gloom, the matin bell 
Summon's to prayer !— Now breaks th'inchanter's fpell ! 
And now— But yon fair fpirit's form furvey ! 
*Tis (he !^— Olympia beckons me away ! 
I hafte ! I fly— adieu ! — ^and when you fee 
The youth who bleeds with fbndnefs, think on me : 
Tell him my tale, and be his pain carefl ; 
By love I tortur'd was, by love I'm bleft. 
When worihip'd woman we entranced behold. 
We praife the Maker in his fairefb mould ; 
The pride of nature, harmony combined. 
And light immortal to the foul refinM ! 
Deprived of charming woman, foon we mift 
The prize of friend(hip, and the life of blifs ! 

Still thro' the (hades Olympia dawning breaks! 
What bloom, what brightnefs lufters o'er her cheeky I 
Again (he calls ! — I dare no longer itay ! 
A kind farewel— Olympia, I obey. 

He 
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He turn'd, nor longer in my fight remsdn'd ; 
The mountain he, I fafe the city gained. 

CANTO IV. 



OtILL o*er my mind wild Fancy holds her fway, 
Still on ftrange vifionary land I flray. 
Now fcencs crowd thick ! now indiftin*^ appear ! 
Swift glide the months, and turn the varying year ! 

Near the Bull's horn light's riling monarch draws • 
Now on its back the Pleiades he thaws 
From vernal heat pale winter forc'd to fly, 
Northward retires, yet turns a wat'ry eye : 
Then with an aguifli breath nips infant blooms, 
Deprives unfolding fpring of rich perfumes, 
Shakes the flow-circling blood of human race, 
And in fliarp, livid looks contra6ts the face. 
Now o'er Norwegian hills he flrides away : i 

Such flipp*ry paths Ambition's fleps betray. 
Turning, with flghs, far fpiral firs he fees. 
Which bow obedient to the fouthern breeze. 
Now from yon Zemblan rock his creft he flirouds, 
. Like Fame's, obfcur'd amid the whitening clouds ; 
Thence his lofl empire is with tears deplor'd: 
Such tyrants flied o*er liberty reftor'd. 
Beneath his eye (that throws malignant light 
Ten times the meafur'd round of mortal fight) 

D A wafte, 
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A wafie, patergUtnm^ring, like a moon, that wanes 

A wild expanfe of frozen fea contains. 

It cracks ! vaft floating mountains beat the ihore; 

Far off he hears thofe icy ruins roar, 

And from the hideous craih difira6ted flies^ 

Like one who feds his dying infant's cries. 

Near, and more near the rufhing torrents found. 

And Give great rift runs thro* the vaft profound. 

Swift as a (hooting meteor ; groaning loud, 

Like deep-roird thunder thro' a rending cloud. 

The late-dark Pole now feels unfo tin^ day ;. 

In hurricanes of wrath he" whirls his way ; 

O'er many a polar Alp to Froft he goes, 

O'er crackling vales, ernbrown*d with melting fnows l 

Here bears ftalk tenants of the barren fpace, 

Few men ! unfocial thofe I — a barb'rous race ! . 

At length the cave appears ! the race is.i;un i 

Now he recounts vaft conquefts loft, and won. 

And taleful in th' embrace of Froft remains, 

Barr'd from our climes, and bound in icy chains.. 

Meanwhile the fun his beams on Cancer throws, * 
Which now beneath his warmcft influence glows. 
From glowing Cancer falPn, the King of day^ 
Red thro' the kindling Lion fliootshis ray. 
The tawny harveft pays the earlier plough, 
And mellowing fruitage loads the bending bough, 
*Tis day-fpring. Now green lab'rinths I frequent. 
Where Wifdom oft retires to meet Conteatt 

The 
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.The mouoting lark her warbling anthem lends^ 
From note to note the ravifhM foul afcends ; 
As thus it would the patriarch's ladder climb, 
By feme good angel led to worlds fublime : 
Oft (legends fay) thefnake, with waken'd ire, 
Like Envy rears in many a fcaly fpirc ; 
Then fongfters droop, then yield their vital gorci 
And innocence and mufic are no more. 
. Mild rides the morn in orient beauty drcft. 
An azure mantle> and a purple vefl, 
Which, blown by gales, her gemmy feet difplay, 
Her amber trefies negligently gay. 
CollaSted now her rofy hand they fill. 
And, gently wrung, the pearly dew diftil. 
The fongful zephyrs, and the laughing hours, 
Breathe fwect ; and ftrew her op'ning way with flow Vt 

The chattering fwallows leave their neftedcare^ 
Each promifing return with plenteous fare. 
So the fond fwain, who to the market hies. 
Stills, with big hopes, his infant's tender cries. 

Yonder two turtles, o'er their callow bnx)d9 
Hang hov'ring, ere they feek their guiltlefs food. 
Fondly they bill. Now to their morning care. 
Like our firii: parents, part the am'rous pair : 
But ah !— a pair no ipore ! — With fpreading wing^j 
From die high-founding cliff a vulture fprings ; 
Steady he fails along th' aerial grey, 
Swoop» down, and bears yon tim'rousdove away. 

* D 1 Stare 
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Start we, who worfc than vultures, Nimrods find, 
Men meditating prey on human-kind ? 

Wild beafts to gloomy dens repace their way, 
Where their couch'd young demand the flaughter'd prey- 
Rooks, from their nodding nefts, black -fwarming fly. 
And, in hoarfe uproar, tell the fowler nigh. 

Now, in his tabernacle rousM, the fun 
Is warn'd the blue etherial fteep to run ; 
While on his couch of floating jafper laid. 
From his bright eye Sleep calls the dewy fliade. 
The cryftal dome tranfparent pillars raife, 
Whence, beam*d from faphires, living azure plays j 
The liquid floor, in-wrought with pearls divine, 
Wheie all his labours in mofaic fliine. 
His coronet, a cloud of filver-white : 
His robe with unconfuming crimfon bright. 
Varied with gem?, all heaven's colleded flore V 
While his loofe locks defcend, a golden fliowV. 
If to his fteps compared, we tardy find 
The Grecian racers, who out-ftrip the wind, 
Fleet to the glowing race behold him ftart ! 
His quick'ning eyes a quivering radiance dart. 
And, while this laft nocturnal flag is furlM, 
Swift into iife and motion look the world, 
ThC'fun-flow'r now averts her blooming cheek 
From weft, to view his eaftern luftre break. 
What gay, creative pow^r his prefence brings ? 
Hills, lawns, lakes, villages !— the face of things. 

All 
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All night beneath fucceffivc fhadows mifsM, 

Inftant begins in colours to exift : 

But abfent thefe from fons of Hot keep. 

Loft in impure, unmeditating flcep. 

T'unlock his fence, the new-ris'n (wain prepares. 

And ere forth-driv*n recounts his fleecy cares ; 

When, lo ! an ambufhM wolf, with hunger bold. 

Springs at the prey, and fierce invades the fold ! 

But by the paftor not in vain defy*d. 

Like our arch-foe by fomc celeftial guide. 
Spread on yon rock the fea-calf I furvey : 

Baik'd in the fun, his (kin refledls the day. 
He fees yon tow'r-like fliip the waves divide. 

And flips again beneath the glaily tide. 

The wat'ry herbs, and (hrubs, and vines, andflowVs, . 
Rear theirbent heads, o'ercharg'd with nightly fhowVsf 

Hail, glorious fun ! to whofe attractive fires, 
The wakcn'd, vegetative life afpires ! 
The juices, wrought by thy directive force. 
Thro* plants and trees perform their genial courfe, 
Extend in root, with bark unyielding bind 
The hearted trunk ; or weave the branching rind ; 
Expand in leaves, in flow'ry bloflbms ihoot, 
Bleed in rich gums, and fwell in ripen'd fruit. 
From thee, bright, univerfal PowV ! began 
Inflindi in brute, and gen'rous love in man. 

Talk'd I of love ? — Yon fwain, with amorous air, 
Spfl fwclls his pipe, to charm the rural fair. 

D 3 She 
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She milks the flocks, then, lifl'ning as be play^. 
Steals, in the running brook, a confcious gaze. 

The trout, that deep, in winter, ooz*d remains, 
Up-fprings, and funward turns its crimfon fiains* 

The tenants of the warren, vainly chas'd ; 
Now lur'd to ambient fields for green repafl. 
Seek their fmall, vaulted labyrinths in vain ; 
Entangling nets betray the Ikipping tr^n ; 
Red maflacres thro' their republic fly. 
And heaps on heaps by ruthlefs fpaniels die. 

The fiflier, who the lonely beech has ftrayM, 
And all the live-long night his net-work fpread. 
Drags in, and bears the loaded fnare away ; 
Where flounce, deceivM, th* expiring finny prey. 

Near Neptune's temple, (Neptune's now no more,} 
Whofe ftatue plants a trident on the fhore, 
In fportive rings the gen'rous dolphins wind, 
And eye, and think the image human kind : 
Dear, pleafing friendfhlp ! — See ! the pile commands 
The vale, and grim as Superftition flands ! 
Time's hand there leaves its print of mofly green, 
With hollows, carv'd for fnakes, and birds obfcene. 

O, Gibbs, whofe art the folemn fane can raife. 
Where God delights to dwell, and man to praife ; 
When moulder'd thus the column falls away. 
Like fome great prince majeflic in decay ; 
When Ignorance and Scorn the ground Ihall tread, 
Where Wifdom tutbr'd, and Devotion pray'd ; 

Where 
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Where fhaH thy pompous work otir wondicr claim ? 
What, but the Mufe ahmc, prefcrvc thy name ? 

The fun fliines broken thro' yon arch that rcan 
This once-round fabric, half-depriv'd by years. 
Which Tofe a ^tely colonnade, and crowned 
Encircling pillars, now unfaithful found ; 
In fragments, thefe the fall of thoie forbode, 
Which, fiodding^ juft up-heave their crumbling load. 
High, on yon column, which has battcrM flood, 
Like fome fhnpp'd oak, the grandeur of the wood. 
The ftork inhabita her aerial neft ; 
By her are liberty and peace careft ; 
She flies the realms that own defpotic kings. 
And only fpreads o*er fi ee-bom ftates her wings. 
The roof is now the daw's ^ or raven's haunt, 
And loathfome toads in the dark entrance pant $ ] 
Or fnakes, that lurk to fnap the heedlefs fly. 
And fated bird, that oft comes fluttering by. 

An aquedu^ acrofs ycm vale is laid, 
Its channel thro* a ruin*d arch betrayM ; 
Whirl'd down a fleep it flies with torrent-force, 
Flaihes, and roars, and plows a devious courfe. 

Attraded mifts a golden cloud commence, 
While thro* high-colourM air ftrike rays intenfe. 
Betwixt two points, which yon fteep mountains fliow. 
Lies a mild bay, to which kind breezes fldw. 
Beneath a grotto, arch*d for calm retreat, 
Leads lengthening in the rock— Be this my feat» 

D 4 Hear 
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Heat never enters here ; but coolnefs reigns 
O'er zephyrsy and didiUing, watVy veins* 
Secluded now I trace th' inflrudUve page, 
And liveo*er fcenes of many a backward age ; 
Thro* days, months, years, thro' time's whole tourfe 

I run, 
And prefent fland where time itfelf begun. 

Ye mighty Dead, of juft, diftinguifli'd fame, 
Your thoughts, (ye bright inftrudors !) here I claim» 
Here ancient knowledge opens nature's fprings ; 
Here truths hiftoric give the hearts of kings ; 
Hence Contemplation learns white hours to find, 
And labours virtue on th' attentive mind ; 
O lov'd retreat ! thy joys content bellow, 
Nor guilt nor fhame, nor Iharp repentance know. 
What the fifth Charles long aim'd in power to fee. 
That happinefs he found re'ferv'd in thee. 

Now let me change the page— Here Tully weeps, 
While in death's icy arms his Tullia ileeps, 
His daughter dear I — Retir'd I fee him mourn. 
By all the frenzy now of anguifli torn. 
Wild his complaint ! Nor fweeter forrows flrains, 
When Singer for Alexis lod complains. 
Each friend condoles, expoftulates, reproves ; 
More than a father raving Tully loves ; 
Or Siilluft cenfures thus ! — Unheeding blame. 
He fchemes a temple to his Tullia's name. 

Thus 
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Thus o*er my Hermit once did grief prevail, 
Thus rofe Olympia's tomb, his moving tale, 
The fighs, tears, frantic ftarts, that banifli reft. 
And all the burfting forrows of his breaft. 

But hark ! a fUdden pow'r attunes the air ! 
Th' inchanting found enamourM breezes bear; 
Now low, now high, they fink, or lift' the fong. 
Which the cave echoes fweet, and fwe^t the creeks pro- 
long. 

Ilifien'd, gaz'd, when, wond'rous to behold 1 
From ocean fteam'd a vapour gath'iing roird : 
A blue, round fpot ©n the mid-roof it came. 
Spread broad, and redden'd into dazzling flame. 
Full-orb'd it fhone, and dimm*d the fwimming fight, 
While doubling objeds danc'd with darkling light* 
Amaz'd I flood ! — amaz'd I flill remain ! 
What earthly pow*r this wonder can explain ; 
Gradual, at length, the luflre dies away : 
My eyes reftor'd, a mortal form furvey. 
My Hermit-friend ! 'Tis he.— All hail (he cries> 
I fee, and would -alleviate, thy furprize. 
The vanifh'd meteor, was heaven's meflage meant. 
To warn thee hence : I know the high intent. 
Hear then ! in this fequefter*d cave retir'd, 
Departed falntjs converfe with men infpir'd. 
'Tis facred ground ; nor can thy mind endure, 
Yet unprepar'd, an intercourfe fo pure. 

Quick 
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Quick let ti8 hei^ce— And now extend chjr views 

O'er yonder lawn ; there find the heav*n-bom Mufe I 

Or feek her, where (lie trulls her tuneful tale 

To the mid, filent wood, or vocal vale; 

Where trees half check the light with trembling fii«des> 

Clofe in deep glooms, or open clear in glades ; 

Or where furrounding vifbs far defcend. 

The landfcape varied at each lefs'ning end ! 

She, only (he can mortal thought refine, . 

And niiie thy voice to vi£tant« divine. 



CANTO V. 
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£ left the cave. Be Fear (faid f ) defy'd ! 
Virtue (for thou art Virtue) is my guide. 

By time-wom fleps a fleep afcent we gam, 
Whofe fummit yields a profpe6l o*er the plain. 
There, bcnch'd with turf, an oalc our feat extends, 
Whofe top, a verdant, branchM pavilion bends. 
Vife«, with leaves, diverfify the fcene, 
Some pale, fome brown, and fome of lively green. 

Now, from the full-grown day a beamy (hdw'r 
Gleams on the lake, and gilds each glofTy flow V. 
Gay infeds fparkle in the genial blaze, 
Various as light, and countlefs as its rays : 
They daficc on every flream, and pidur'd play, 
•Till, by the wat'ry racer, fnatch*d away. 



Now, 



THE WANDERER. 59 

Now, from yon range of rocks, ftrong raysicbound^ 
Doubling the day on flow*ry plains around : 
King-cups beneath far-flriking colours glance. 
Bright as thVetherial glows the green exponib. 
Gems of t^£eld l«^be topaz charms thefigbti 
Like thefe, effulging yellow ftreams of ligbc. 
From the fame rocks, fall rills with foften'd fbrce^ 
Meet in yon mead, and well a river's fonrce. 
Thro' her clear channel, fhine her finny fiioak^ 
O'er fands, like gold, the liquid ciyilal rolls. 
Dimm'd in yon coarfer moor, her charms decay, 
And fhape, thro' rufUing reeds, a rulBed way. 
Near mUows ihort and buihy fhadbws throw : 
Now lofl, ihe ieems thro' nether trads to fttm | 
Yet, at yon point, winds out in filler flate. 
Like Virtue from a labyrinth of htc. 
In length'ning rows, prone from the mountains, ' ran 
The flocks :— their fleeces glifl'ning in tde fun ; 
Her flreamt they leek, and, 'twiztberneighb'ringtreesi 
Recline in various attitudes of eafe. 
Where- the herds fip, the little fcaly fry. 
Swift from the ihore, in featt'ring myriads fly. 

Each liv'ry'd cloud, that roubd th' horizon glows. 
Shifts in odd fcenes, like earth, from whence it ro(c« 
The bee hums wanton in yon jafmine bow'r. 
And circling fettles, and defpoils the flow'r* 
Melodious there the plumy longflers meet. 
And call charm'd Echo from her arch'd retreat* 

Ncat^ 
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Ncat-polifliM manfions rife in prorpc<fl gay ; 
Time-battcrM towVs frown awful in decay ; 
The fun plays glittVing on the rocks and fpircs, 
And the lawn lightens with rtfledled fires. 

Here Mirth, and Fancy's wanton train advance, 
And tolight meafures turn thefwimming dance* 
Sweet, (low-pac'd Melancholy next appears, 
Pompous in grief, and eloquent of tears. 
Here Meditation ihines, in azure drell, 
AIl-ftarr*d with gems : a fuft adorns her creft. 
Religion, to whofe lifted, raptur'd eyes 
Seraphic hofts defcend from opening (kies ; 
Beauty, who fways the heart, and charms the fight; 
Whofe tongue is mufic, and whofe fmilc delight ; 
Whofe brow is majefty ; whofe bofom peace ; 
Who bad creation be, and chaos ceafe ^ 
Whofe breath perfunces the fpring ; whofe eye divine 
Kindled the fun, and gave its light to fhine* 
Here, in thy likenefs, fair * Ophelia, feen. 
She throws kind luflre o'er th' enjiven'd green* 
Next her, Defcription, robed in various hues, 
Invites attention from the penfive Mufe ! 
The Mufe !— ihe comes ! refin'd the paflions wait, 
A^d Precept, ever winning, wife, and great. 
The Mufe. ! a thoufand fpirits wing the air : 
(Once men, who made, like her, mankind their care) 
Inamour'd round her prefs th' infpiring throng, 
And fwell to ecHacy her folemn fong, 
• Mrs, Oldficld. 

Thu« 
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Thus in the dame .each nobler grace we find, 
Fair Wortley*s angel-accent, eyes, and mind. 
^Iiether her fight the dew-bright dawn furveys, ^ 
The noon's dry heat, or evening's tempered rays. 
The hours of ilorm, or calm, the gleby ground, 
The coral'd fea, gem'd rock, or iky profound, 
A Raphael's fancy animates each Ibe, 
Each image ilrikes with energy divine ; 
Bacon, and Newton in her thought confpire ; 
Not fweeter than her voice is Handel's lyre. 

My hermit thus* She beckons us away : 
Oh, let us fwift the high behcft obey ! 

N^w thro* a lane, which mingling tra6tshave croft, 
The way unequal, and the landfcape loft, 
We rove. The warblers lively tunes eflay. 
The lark on wing, the linnet on the fpray. 
While mufic trembles in their fongful throats, 
Thebollfinch .whiftles foft his flute-like notes. 
The bolder blackbird fwells fonorous lays ; 
The yarving thrufti commands a tuneful maze ; 
Each a wild length of melody purfues ; 
While the.foft-murm'ring, am'rous wood-dove cooes. 
And when in ipring thefe melting mixtures flow, 
The cuckoo fends her unifon X)f woe. 

But as fmooih feas are furrow'd by a ftorm ; 
As troubles all our tranquil joys deform ; 
So, loud through air, unwelcome noifcs found, 
And harmony's at once, in difcord, drown'd. 

From 
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From yon dark cyptefs, croaka the raven's ciy i 
As diflbnant the daw, jay, chattering pic : 
The clam'rous crows abandon'd carnage feek, 
And the harfli owl ftriUs out a (harp^ning (hriek. 
At the lane's end a high-lathM gate's prefer'd, 
To bar the trefpafs of a vagrant herd* ^ 
Faft by, a meagre mendicant we find, 
Whofe ruffet rags hang flutt'ring in the wind : 
Years bow his back, a llafFfupports his tread, 
And foft white hairs fhade thin his palfy'd head. 
Poor wretch ! — Is this for charity his haunt ? 
He meets the frequent flight, and ruthlefs taunt. 
On flaves of guilt oft fmiles the fquand'ring peer | 
But pafiing knows not common bounty here. 
Vain thing! in what doft thou fuperior ftiine? 
His our firft fire : what race more ancient thine ? 
Lefs backward trac'd, he may his lineage draw 
From men whofe influence kept the world in awcx 
Whofe worthlefs fons, like thee, perchance confum'd 
Their ample flore, their line to want was doomM* 
So thine may perifli, by the courfe of things, 
While hie, from beggars re-afcend to kings. 
Now laa^ar, as thy hardfliips I perufe, 
On my own ftate inftruded would I mufe. 
When I view greatnefs, I my lot lament, 
Compar'd to thee, I fnatch fupreme content, 
1 might have felt, did heav'n not gracious deal, 
A fate, which I muft mourn to fee thee feel. 

But 
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But foft ! the cripple our approach defcries. 

And to the gate, tho' weak, officious hies. 

I fpring preventive, and unbar the way. 

Then, turning, with a froile of pity, fay. 

Here, friend !— -this little copper alms recrirc, 

Inftance of will, without the pow'r to give. 

Hermit, if here with pity we refiedl. 

How muft we grieve, when learning raceta neglc6l? 

When god-like fouls endure a mean reflraint ; 

When gen'rous will is curbM by tyrant want ? 

He truly feels what todiih^fs belongs. 

Who, to his private, adds a people's wrongs ; 

Merit 's a mark, at which difgrace is thrown, 

And ev'ry injur'd virtue is his own. 

Such, their own pangs with patience here endure. 

Yet there weep wounds, they are denied to cure, 

Thus rich in poverty, thus humbly great, 

And tho' deprefs'd, fuperior to their fate. 

Minions in pow'r, and mifers, 'mid their ftore. 

Are mean in greatnefs, and in plenty poor. 

What's pow'r, or wealth ? Were they not form'd for aid, 

A fpring for virtue, and from wrongs a {hade ? 

In pow'r we favage tyranny behold. 

And wily av'rce owns polluted gold. 

From golden fands her pride could Lybia raife, 

Could {he, who fpreads no pallure, claim our praife ? 

Loath'd were her wealth, where rabid monilcrs breeds 

Where ferpents, pamper 'd on her venom, feed, 

i No 
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No (hcltry trees invite the Wand'rer's eye, 
No fruits y no grain, no gums, her tradis lupply ; 
On her vaft wilds, no lovely profpe<^s run ; 
But all lies barren, tho' beneath the fun. 

My Hermit thus. I know ihy foul believes, 
Tis hard vice triumphs, and that virtue grieves ; 
Yet oft affliction purifies the mind, 
Kind benefits oft flow from means unkind. 
Were the whole known, that we uncouth fuppofe, 
Doubtlefs, would beauteous fymmetry difclofe. 
The naked clifi^ that iiugly rough remains. 
In profpe6t dignifies the fertile plains ; 
Lead-colour'd clouds, in fcatt'ring fragments feen. 
Shew, tho* in broken views, the blue ferene. 
Severe diftrelTes induftry infpire ; 
Thus captives oft excelling arts acquire, « . ' 

And boldly ftruggle thro' a ftate of fl^mcj^" v *->'- 
To life, eafe, plent}^iU|ii5rtyJ "and fame. ' " 
Sword-law has often Europe's' balance ga*n'd, • 
And one red. yid'ry years »6'f peace maintain'd. . 
Wepafs thro' want to wealth, thro' difmal Anio 
To calm content, thro' death, to endlcfs life, 
Lybia thou nani'fl—Let.Afric's waftcs appear 
Curft by thofe heats,' that fru£tify the year ; 
Yet the fame funs her orange-groves befriend, 
Where cluft'ring globes in fluning rows depend. 
Here when fierce beams o'er with'ring plants are roll'd* 
There the green fruit feems ripen'd into gold. 

Ev'n 
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Ev'n fcenes that ftrikc with terrible futprizc. 
Still prove a God, jud, merciful, and wife. 
Sad wint'ry blails, that flripthe autumn, bring 
The milder beauties of a flow'ry fpring. 
Ye fulp&Vous fires in jaggjy lightnings break ! 
Ye thunders rattle, and ye nations ihake ! 
Ye ilorms of riving flame the forefl tear ! 
Deep crack the rocks ! rent trees be whirled in air ! 
Reft at a flroke, fome ftately fane we'll mourn ; 
Her tombs wide-fhatterM, and her dead up-tom : 
Were noxious fpirits not firom caverns drawn, 
Rack'd earth would ibon in gulfs enormous yawn : 
Then all were loft !— Or fliould we floatmg view 
The baleful cloud, there would deflru^onbrew ; 
Plague, fever, frenzy, clofe-engend*ring lie, 
'Till thefe red ruptures clear the fuUied Iky, 
Now a field opens to enlarge my thought. 
In parceU'd trads to various ufes wrought. 
Here hardening ripenefs the firft blooms behold. 
There the laft blofToms fpring-like pride unfold. 
Here fwelling peas on leafy ftalks are feen, 
Miz'd flow'rs of red and azure fhine between ; 
Whofe waving beauties, heightened by the fu% 
In coloured lanes along the furrows run. 
There the next produce of a genial (how'r. 
The bean frefh-blofToms in a fpecUed flow'r ; 
Whole morning dews, when to the fun refign'd. 
With undulating fweets embalm thewmd. 

E Vm 
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Now daify plats of tlovet fqgarc.the plaui,. . 
And panthc bearded, from th^ beardlefs gn^ia* 
There fib^rous flax witb^rdura binds the field. 
Which on |he loom fhall an-fpun lahqxirs yield. 
The mulb''ry,i in iair fu^mer-gcec^ array 'd. 
Full in the midft ilarts up,,.a filky iha^« , 
For hum^ tkibe.the.ricbj-&ajn'd fruitage bleedr; 
The leaf .the fillfc»<3nit^pg r^ptifc./eeds. . , , , 
As fwan&^hcii; dovimydsflq^sitheir Beeces le^^ye^ 
Here worms fon maA .their .gloQy en^r^ils weave. 
Hence ta adqr)p^,^he iain, i^ tcse^ure g^^^ ^ ■ 
Sprigs, /mvts, and flow'Vs ori.^gtir d v.eflments play x. 
But Ipdi^fl)^ prepares them oft. to pleafe 
The guilty ptide of ydn, luxuriant eafe. ,. 

Now frequ^t, duliy gales ofFenijve blpvv^ 
Ahd o'er my iigbt a tranfient blindn^fs ti|ro)ir.^ 
Windward we fhift, near ,dowjf^.th' etheri^l l^eepv 
The lamp of day bang^ lipv Vingo'^r the deep. 
Dun fha^efi, in r^pi^ky (hapes, .up etjier roU'dj, .^..^ , 
Projed long, fliaggy poinds, deep ting'd witH gold% 
Others take faint th*' unfipen'd,chetry'sdye. 
And paint amuling Jandfcapes on ;the e^e«. 
There blue-veil'd yellow, thro' a flcy ferene. 
In fwelling mixture forms a floating green. 
Streaked thro' \yhite, ^louds a mild veripillion fhines^ 
And the breeze frelhcus, as th^ heat declines. 

Yon crooked,, funny rpads change rifiqg vieivs 
From brown, to fandy-red, and chalky hues. 

Onr 
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One miftgltedfc^ne iiibAer quick ftcctcds, 
Men, chariots, Yearns, ydkMlteefijttirl prancing ftceJdi, 
Which ctiiftb; ^fefcfend, and, as loud whijis refound. 
Stretch', iP3lrea;t*, a!hd findJre al<mg trnequal ground. 
On windinfg tlitaDiel rtfle^ing radiant beamis, 
When bollfe, Iffiijfft, bargfes tnaVk t!hc roughciiM ftreams, 
This way, anil Vfcalt, xHcy different points purfuc ; 
So'ittfit Afe McJ^bris, and ifo ftiife tfhc vicw^ 
Whife Wrtft ^ VfcrOw tiround out gladdcnM leyeft, 
Thfe g^itt*s 6f lfehV*a in gky 'profofion rife ; 
Trees rith Hifti *g4'mi, and fraitB, Witb jcweh ifoAl ; 
Plains with A(!hv*A,%cVbs, iand plahtis, and bec^tft, ftiid 
flocl^s ; 
. Mountilins WlAiWif^es ; wiihlokk, and ced^r, w66d$ j 
Qnarrfes'wifh niartfe, and wi^h fifh the fldbds. 
In darkening fpdts/rtiiH fields of Various dies, 
Tilth neW mariiirll, 6r nak^d fallow lies. 
Near uplands fertile pride enclcs'd dilplay. 
The gfc^h grafs yellowing iritoTcentful hay, 
Ana'thlcTc-fet^h^ages'ftiideihe full.e^r*d corh, 
And berries tiackeh dn ^hevirid chom, 
Mark in ^on Keath dpposM'the cultur'd fcene, 
Wild thyme, pdebox, arid firs of darker grefen. 
The native flrawbefry red-rtpenihg grdws, 
By nettles ' gU'arded,' as' by th<Jf ns tHe t-ofe. 
There nightingales in UnprUnM'copfes biiifd, 
In fl»aggy furaTes'li^A 'the' hate cbncealM. 

E « Twixt 
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•TwrJxt ferns and thWles, unfown fiow'rs amufc^ ' 
And form a lucid chafe of various hues ; 
Many half-grey with duft : confus'd they lie. 
Scent the rich year, and lead the wand'iing eye. 

Contemplative, we tread the flow'ry plain. 
The Mufc preceding with her heav'nly train. 
When, lo ! the mendicant, fo late behind. 
Strange view ! now journeying in our front we find! 
And yet a view, more llrange, our heed demands ; 
Touch'd by the Mufe's wand transform'd he ftands, 
O'er Hdn late wrinkled, inflant beauty fpreads ; 
The late-dimmM eye, a vivid luftre Iheds ; 
Hairs, once fo thin, now graceful locks decline; 
And rags now chang*d, in regal veftments (hine. 

The Hermit thus. In him the bard behold. 
Once feen by midnight's lamp in winter's cold ; 
The BARD, whofe want fo multiplied his woes, 
He funk a mortal, and a feraph rofe. 
See !— Where thofe (lately yew-trees darkling grow, 
And, waving o'er yon groves, brown horrors throw, 
Scornful he points — there, o'er his facred duft, 
Arife the fculptur'd tomb, and labour'd buft. 
Vain pomp ! beftow*d by oftentadous pride, 
Who to a life of want relief deny'd. 

But thus the BAR d. Are thefe the gifts of flat^ ? 
Gifts unreceiv'd !— Thefe I Ye ungen'rous great ! 
How was I treated when in life forlorn ? 
My chum your pity ; but my lot your fcorn. 

WEy 
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Why were my fbdious hours oppos'd by need ? 
In roe did poverty from guilt proceed ? 
Bid I contemporary authors wrong, 
And deem their worth, but as they priz'd my fong ? 
Did I footh vice, or venal ftrokes betray 
In the low-purpos'd, loud polemic fray ? 
Did e'er my verfe inimodeft warmth contain^ 
Or, once licentious, heav'nly truths profane ? 
Never— -And yet when envy funk my name^ 
Who call'd my (hadow'd merit into fame ? 
Wheni undeferv'd, a prifon^s grate I law, 
What hand redeemed me from the wrefled law ? 
Who doath'd me naked, or when hungry fed ? 
Why crufli'd the living ? Why extoU'd the dead ?— * 
But foreign languages adopt my lays, 
And diHant nations fhame you into praife. 
Why ibould unreliih'd wit thefe honours caufe ? 
Cuftom, not knowledge, didates your applaufe : 
Or think you thus a felf-renown to raife. 
And mingle your vain-glories with my bays ? 
Be yours the mould'ring tomb ! Be mine the lay 
Immortal !— Thus he feoffs the pomp away. 

Tho' words like thefe unlettered pride impeach, 
To the meek heart he turns with milder fpeech. 
Tho' now a feraph, oft he deigns to wear 
The face of human friendfhip, oft of cart ; 
To walk difguis'd an obje6^ of reHef, 
A learn'd, good man, long exercis'd in grief; 

£ 3 Forlorn, 



.4 I 



70 THEWAND|:R5R. 

Forlor|iy a friei^cfs orphan (rft to xozfja, 
Craving fome kind, fome hofpitablj? home ; 
Or, like Ulyffes, a low lazar ftand j 
B^e^chxp^ ^Uff eye gnd Bqunty's band ; 
Or, like Uiyfles, rpyal aid re(][U^fl, 
Wand'ring, ftom court to cc^urt, a Jcjng^diftrefl:. 
Thus varying fbapi?$, the fqegiin^ {on of woe 
Eyes the jCQld jieart, and hearts tjiat gen Vpup glojy ; 
Then to the M.ufe relate^ each Iprdly.^^nge, 
Who deals impartial infaimy, ^i^d ftime. 
Oft, as when ina^i, in rnwal flate d^prefs'd, 
His lays.taugl^t virtue, j^'hich his life confeCs'd, 
He now forms vifionary fcenes below, 
Infpiring.pat^ei?ce in the heart of vycje ; 
Patience that foftcns. every fad extreme, 
That cafts thro* dungeon-glooms a chearful ^l^api 
Diferms difeafe of pain, mocks Adder's flings 
And ftrips of terrors the terrific king, 
'Gainft Want, a fourer foe, its fuccour^ends, 
And fmiling f(qes th' ipgratitude of friends. 

Nor gre thefe talks ^o him alone conlign'd, 
Millions iuvifible befriend ipankind. 
When watVy flru£tures, feen crofs heav'n t'afcend. 
Arch above arch in radiant order bend, 
Fancy beholds adown each glittVing fide. 
Myriads of miffionary feraphs glide : 
She fees good angels genial fliowVs bjeftpw 
From the red convex pf, il^^ ^cwy bpw. 

They 
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They fmlle upon the fwain : He views the priz« ; 
Then gtiitMhenis^ tefblefstKe boiittteiusldes. 
Some winds co11ei5!'; attdfttttl propitious gaier " 
Oft wtfeW'BvitkhhmV fiaiy fpf^adk'?i6rTa!t^;' 
The^^e eVeA*ftftiftg,"on thfe breath of faWe; 
Unequal'd glory ih her fovereigh^s nan^e. 
SonfjetcUcli yttuhgzq>hjrrs vernal fweets to bear. 
And floatih^ balmy^hcahh on'krtibient air } ' " 
ZephytS, ^ait dfr; ^vbcfe? W^rs lift*ning'lie, 
Along the fefov^, in irieltJng mufic'dle, 
And in lone<rslves tb minds p(>etic roll 
«iftphic^Tfrivifpcr3VthbitaBfti^^thc-fouI. 
Some range thfe colours, %i^they parted fly, 
Clear-p©5ttte*d to th^ phtlofophic eye i • 
The flamiftg red," that'p^ihs the dwelling gaze j 
The flaifilefsf HghWbfneyellow''^ gilding rays ; 
The cldfldW of!?angci that betwixt them glows, 
And^ti'kfed ffiS±1*rc tawny" iGftrc owes ; 
All-cheerSfg«gEefeft/ that gii^ the fpring its dye ; 
The bright^ triti(i)aitnt bhie, that robe* the iky ; 
And indico, wHi^h^^cd Kgh^ difpiliysr 
And vidlet, ^hich iir th^ view decays. 
Parental hues, whencexnhers all pr6ceed ; 
Ah ^V^r-mingling,- changeful, countleft breed ; 
Unravel-d^ variegated, lines of" light,- '-''■ 
When Mended, dttaiEling in prontifcuou^ white* 
Oft thrb'thefe bows departed fpiritof range,- 
^w40 the^ikies, admiring at t^ir change^ 
^v- ■>•'- c--» . iM.E.^.!; :. :-.-^- Each 
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Each mind a void, as when firA born to earthy 
Beheld a fecond blank in fecond birth ; 
Then 9 as yon feraph-bard fram'd hearts belour. 
Each fees him here tranfcendent knowledge fliow, ' 
New faints he tutors into truth refined. 
And tunes to rapt'rous love the new-form'd mind. 
He fwells the lyre, whofe loud, melodious lays 
Call high Hoiannah's from the voice of praife ; 
Tho' one bad age fuch poefy cou'd wrong, 
Now worlds around retentive roll the fong : 
Now God's high throne the fuU-voic'd raptures ggin^ 
Celeftial hods retummg flrain for ftrain. 
Thus he, who once knew want without relief. 
Sees joys refulting from well-fuff'ring grief. 
Hark ! while we talk, a diftant, patt'ring rain 
Refounds !— See ! up the broad etherial plain 
Shoots the bright bow ! — The feraph flits away ; 
The Mufe, the Graces from our view decay. 

Behind yon weAern hill the globe of light 
Drops fudden, faft-piirfued by ihades of night. 

Yon graves from winter-fcenes to mind recall 
Rebellion's council, and rebellion's fall. 
What fiends in fulph'rous, car-like clouds up-flew; ; . 
What midnight treafon glar'd beneath their view ? 
And now the traitors rear their Babel-fchemes, 
Big, and more big, ftupendous mifchief feems ; . 
But Jufticej rouz d, fuperior ftrength employs. 
Their fcheme wide fliatters, and their hope deftroys. 

Difcord 
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Difcord ihe wills ; the miffile ruin flies ; 
Sudden, unnatural debates arife, 
Doubty mutual jealoufy, and dumb difguft, 
Dftrk*hinted muttVings, and avowM didruft; 
To fecret ferment is each heart refign'd ; 
Sufpicion hovers in each clouded mind ; 
They jar, accusM, accufe ; revii'd, revile ; 
And wrath to wrath oppofe, and guile to guile ; 
Wrangling they part, themfelves themfelves betray ; 
Each dire device flarts naked into day ; 
They feel confudon in the van with fear ; 
They feel the king of terrors in the rear. 

Of thcfe were three by different motives fir*d, 
Ambition one, and one revenge infpir*d. 
The third, O Mammon, was thy meaner flare; 
Thou idol feldom of the great and brave. 

Florio, whofe life was one continued feafl. 
His wealth diminifli'd, and his debts increased. 
Vain pomp, and equipage, his low defires, 
Who ne'er to intellectual blifs afpires ; 
He, to repair by vice what vice has broke, 
Durfl with bold treafons judgment's rod provoke. 
His ftrength of mind, by luxury half diflfolvM, 
III brooks the woe, where deep he ftands involved. 
He weeps, flamps wild, and to and fro now flies ; 
Now wrings his hands, and fends unmanly criesi 
Arraigns his judge, aflirms unjufl he bleeds. 
And now recants^ and now for mercy pleads ; 

Novr 
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Now blames aiTociateSy raves with inward firife. 
Upbraids himself; tben thinks alone on fife. 
He rolls rcd-fwelling tearful' eyes around. 
Sore fmites his bread, and finks upon the ground. 
He wails, he quite defi>ohd9, 'convulfive lies, ^ 
Shrinks from the fariey*d axe, and thinks he dies : 
Revives, with' hope enquires, ftops Thoft vvith'fear. 
Entreats cv'n flatt'ry, nor the worft" w'lll hear ; 
The worft alas, his doom ! — ^What friend replies ; 
Each fpeaks with (liaking head, and down -cafl eyes. 
One filencc breaks, then paufes, drops a tear ;' 
Nor hope afebrds, nor quite confirms his fear ; 
But what kind friendfliip part refervcs unknown 
Comes thundVmg in his keeper^s furly tone. 
Enough, flruck thro' and' thro*, in ghallly flare. 
He (lands iransfixM, tke ftatue of defpair ; 
Nor ought of life, nor ought 'of death he know$, 
Till thought returns, and brings return of woes : 
Now pours a ftorm of grief in gufliiiig HreanisT: 
That pad— Colle^aed in himfeff he feemij ' * 
And with forc'd fmiles recires-^His latent thought 
Dark, horrid, as the prifon's dlfmal ^ault. 

If with himfelf at variance ever-wild, 
With angry heaven how flands he recohcil'd? 
No penitential orifons arile ; 
Nay, he obtells the juftice of the Ikies. 
Not for his guilt, forfentencM life he moans; 
His chains rough-cIanking to difccrdant j;roans, 

To 
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To bars barih-grating, heavy-creaking doors^ 
Hoarfe-echoing walli, and liollow- ringing floors, 
To thoughts more diffonaiit, far, far lefs Tuhdi 
One anarchy, one chaos of the mmd. 

At length, fatigu'd with grief, on earth he lies : 
But foon as fleep weighs dow^ th* unwilline eyes, 
Glad liberty appears, no damps annoy,* * 
Trcafon fucceeas, and all transforms to joy. 
Proud palaces their gjittVing flores difplay ; 
Gam he purfues, and rapine leads the way. 
What gold? What gems? — He (irainstofeize the prize; 
Quick f^om his. touch diffolvM, a cloud it flies. 
Copfppus he cries — And muft I wake to weep ? 
Ah, yet return, return, delufive Sleep ! 
Sleep comes ; but liberty no more :— Unkind, 
The dungeon-glooms hang heavy on his mind. 
Shrill winds are heard, and* howling daemons call ; 
Wide flying portals feem unhin^'d to fall ; 
Then clofe with fudden claps ; a dreadful din ! 
He fhuts, wakes, florms, and all is hell within. 

His genius flies — reflects he now on prayer? 
Alas ! bad fptrits turn thofe thoughts to air. 
What (hall he next ? What, ftraight relinquifh breath. 
To bar a public, juft, tho' (liameful death ) 
Raih, horrid thought ! yet now afraid to live, 
MurdVous he ftriles — ^May heav*n the deed forgive ! 

Why had he thus falfe fpirit to rebel I 
Apd why not fortitude to fuffcr vyelt ? 

Were 
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Were his fucccfs, how terrible the blow ? 
And it recoils on him eternal woe. 
Heav'n this afflidion then for mercy meant. 
That a good end might clofe a life mifpent* 

Where no kind lips the hallow'd dirge refound. 
Far from the compafs of yon facred ground ; < 

Full in the center of three meeting ways, 
Staked thio' he lies— WamM let the wicked gaze. 

Near yonder fane, where mis'ry fleeps in peace^ 
Whofe fpire faft-lef&ns, as the (hades increafe, 
Left to the north, whence oft brew'd tempefts roll, 
Tempefts, dire emblems, Cofmo, of thy foul ! 
There mark that Cofmo, much for guile renown'd ? 
His grave by unbid plants of poifon crown'd. 
When out of pow'r thro' him the public good. 
So firong his fadious tribe, fufpended flood. 
In powV, vindictive anions were his aim, 
And patriots periih'd by th' ungenerous iiame. " 
If the befl caufe he in the fenate chofe, 
£v^n right in him, from fome wrong motive rofe* 
The bad he loth'd, and would the weak defpife ; 
Yet courted for dark ends, and fliun'd the wife. 
When ill his purpofe, eloquent his ftrain ; 
His malice had a look and voice humane. 
His fmile, the fignal of fome vile intent, 
A private poniard, or empoifon'd fcent ; 
Proud, yet to popular applaufe a Have ; 
fio friend he honour'd, and no foe forgave. 

His 
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His boons unfrequeat, or unjufl to need ; 

llie hire of guilt, of mfemy the me«4; 

But if they chanc'd on learned worth to fall, 

Bounty in him was oftentation all. 

No true benevolence his thought fublimes. 

His nobieft a6Hons are illufhioua crimes. 

FinepartSy which virtue might haverank'd withfamct 

Enhance his guilt, and magnify his (hame. 

When parts and probity in man combine, 

In wifdom's eye, how charming mud he (hine ? 

Let him, lefs happy, truth at lesrft impart, 

And what he wants in genius bear in heart. 

Cofino, as death draws nigh, no more conceals 
That ftorm of paffion, which his nature feels: 
H^ feels much fear, more anger, and mofl pride ; 
But pride and anger make all feat^fubfide, 
Dauntlefs he meets at length untimely fate ; 
A defp'rate fpirit ! rather fierce than great. 
Daxkling he glides along the dreary coaft, 
A fallen, wandering, felf-tormenting ghoft. 

Where veiny marble dignifies the ground. 
With emblem fair in fculpture riling round, 
Juft where a croffing, lengthening aifle we find. 
Full eaft; whence God returns to judge mankind, 
Once-lov'd Horatio fleeps, a mind elate ! 
Lamented (hade, ambition was thy fate. 
Ev*n angels, wondering, oft his worth furvey*d ; 
Behold a man, like one of us ! they &id« 

Straight 
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Straight heard the furies, and with envy glar d, 

And td precipitate his fall 'prepared. 

Firft AvVice came. In vain Self-love flie prefsd; 

The poor he pity'd flill, and flill redrefs'd : 

icaming was his, and knowledge to commend^ 

Of arts a patron, and of want a. friend. 

Next came Revenge : but Iher eflay how vain ! 

Not hate, nor envy, in his heart remain. 

No previous malice could his mind engage. 

Malice, the mqth^r of vindid^ive rage. 

No- — from hijs life his foes might learn to live ; 

He held it ftill a triumph tp forgive. 

At length Ambition urg^'d/his country's weal, 

AlTuming the fair look qf Public Zeal ; 

S till in his breafl fo generous glow d the fl^me, 

The vice, when there, a virtue half became. 

His pitying eye fa>v millions in diflrefs,. 

He deem'd it god-like to have pow'r to blefs : 

Thus, when ungijarded, Treafon flain'd'tiim o'er. 

And Virtue, and Content were then no more. 

But when to death by rigVo^is juftice doom'd. 
His genuine fpirits faint-like ftate refum'd, 
Oft from foft penitence diftill'd a tear : 
Oft hope in heav'niy mercy lightened fear ; 
Oft wou'd a drop from ftrugglihg nature fall, 
And then a fmile of patience brighten all. 

He feets in heav'n a friend, nor feeks in vain : 
His 'guardian angel fvvift defccnds again; 

A^4 
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And refolution thus befpeaks a mind. 
Not fcorning life^ yet all to death rehgnM ; 
—Ye. chains, fit only to rcftra^n fhe will 
Of common, ^efp*rate veterans in il^ 
Tho* rankUhgon my limbs ye Vi^, declare. 
Did e*er. my riiing foul your, preffure wear i 
No !— free as liberty ^ and quick as llght^ 
To worlds remote (he takes unbounded fiivhu 
Ye dungeon-glbomsy that dim corporeal eyes, 
Cou'd ye once blot her'profpe6t of the ikies ? 
No !— from her clearer fight, ye fled awiy. 
Like crrori piercM by truth's refiftlefs ray. 
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[ Ye walls, that witnefs my repentant moan ! 

Ye echoes, that to midnight fprraws groan ! 
Do I, in wrath,, to you of fate complain ? 
Or once betray fear^s moft inglorious pain ? 
No!— 'Hsnl, twice hail then ignominious death! 
Sehold how willing glides my parting breath ! 
Far greater, better iar, — ay, far indeed! 
Like me, have fuffcr'd, and like me will bleed. 
Apoftles,, patriarchs, prophets, martyrs all. 
Like me once fell, nor murmured at their fall* 
Shall I,^ whofedays, at bed, no ill deGgn'd, 
Whofe virtue flxone not, tho* I lov'd mankind. 
Shall I, now guilty wretch, fhall I repine ? 
Ah, no! tQJuftice let me life reiign! 
Quick, a9 a, friend, would I embrace my foe ! 
He taught me patience, who firlt taught me woe ; 

J ' But 
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But friends arc foes, they render woe fevcre. 
For me they wail, from me extort the tear. 
Not thofe, yet abfent, miflive griefs controul ; 
Thefe periods weep, thofe rave, and thcfe condole. 
At entrance Ihrieks a friend, with pale furprize ; 
Another panting, proftrate, fpeechlefs lies ? 
One gripes my hand, one fobs upon my breafi: ! 
Ah, who can bear ?— It (hocks, it murders reft ! 
And is it yours, alas ! my friends to feel ? 
And is it mine to comfort, mine to heal ? 
Is mine the patience, yours the bofom-ftrife ? 
Ah ! would rafh love lure back my thoughts to life ? 
Adieu, dear, dangVous mourners ! fwift depart ! 
Ah, fly me ! fly —I tear you from my heart. 

Ye faints, whom fears of death could ne^er controul, 
In my laft hour compofe, fupport my foul ! 
See my blood wa(h repented fin away ! 
Receive, receive me to eternal day ! 

With words Jike thefe the deftinM hero dies, 
While angels waft his foul to happier ikies. 

Diftinftion now gives way ; yet on wc talk. 
Full darknefs deep'ning o'er the forrtxlefs walk^ 
Night treads not with light ftep the dewy gale. 
Nor bright-diftends her ftar-embroider*d veil ; 
Her leaden feet, inclement damps diftil. 
Clouds fliut her face, black winds her vefture fill ; 
An earth-born meteor lights the fabje ikies, 
Eaftward it (hoots, and, funk, forgotten dies; 

So 
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So pride, that rofe from duft to guilty powV, 
Glares out in vain i fo duft fliall pride devour. 

Fiihersy who yonder brink by torches gain^ 
With teethful tridents ftrike the fcaly train. 
JLike fnakes in eagles' daws, in vain they ftrive, 
When heav'd aloft, and quivering yet alive. 

While here, methought, our time in converfe pafsM, 
The moon clouds muffled, and the night wore faft. 
At prowling wolves was heard the maftifTs bay/ 
And the wamM mafter's arms forbad the prey* 
Thus treafon fteals, the patriot thus defcries, 
Forth fprings the monarch, and the mifchief flies* 

Pale glow-worms glimmerM thro* the depth of nighty 
Scattering, like hope thro* fear, a doubtful light. 
Lone Philomela tunM the filent grove. 
With penfive pleafure liftenM wakeful Love. 
Half-dreaming Fancy form*d an angel's tongue. 
And Pain forgot to groan, fo fweet (he fung. 
The Night-crone, with the melody alarm'd. 
Now pausM, now liftenM, and awhile was charmM ! 
But like the man, whofe frequent-ftubborn vfill 
Kelifis what kind, feraphic founds inftill. 
Her heart the love-infpiring voice repellM, 
Her breaft with agitadng mifchief fwell'd ; 
Which closM her ear, and tempted to deftroy 
The tuneful life, that charms with virtuous joy. 

Now faft we meafure back the tracklefa way ; 
No friendly ftars dire£tive beams difplay, 

F But 



But lo !— ft thoiifand Uglits thtidt inibint 193^8 ; 
Yon kindling fOck ttfieaft the ftstrtlbg btoe. 
i (land afttaiifti*d-«tlm8 the hettirit cri^e J 
Fear not, but tiflett with tnhtg*d furprii^ ! 
Still mKft the& hours out ifKUtual convert dkiw^ 
And ccafe to eoho ftill 01ymp4a*8 name ; 
Orots, ri^vlets, groves, OIympia*s nanoe forget, 
Oiympia now no figfemg winds repeat. 
Can I be mortal, and thote hours no more, 
- Thofe am*fous houn, that plaintive echoes bore ? 
Am I the feme ? Ah, no I — Behold 9 mind. 
Unruffled, firm, exalted, and refin'd ! 
Late months, that made the vernal feafon gay. 
Saw my health languifh off in pale decay. 
No racking pain yet gave difeafe a date ; 
No fad, prefageful thought preluded fate : 
Yet nuAib^r'd were my days— My delUnHI end 
Near, and more near— Nay, ev*ry fear fulpcnd f 
I pafs'd a ^eary, lingYmg, fleeplefs iiight; 
Then rofe, to walk in morninjg*s earlieft liglit : 
But few my fieps— a faint, and cheerlefs few 1 
Refreihment from my flagging fpirits flew. 
When, low, retired beneath a cyprefs fliade^ 
My limbs upon a flow'ry bank 1 laid, 
Soon by foft-creeping, raurrn'ring winds oomposM^ 
A flumber prefs'd my languid eyes — They clos'd : 
But clos'd not long— Methoughr Olyropia fpoke $ 
Thrke loud flie catlM, and thrice the flumber broke. 

I wak*d* 



r 



THEWANDEREIU «s 

I wak'd. Forth gliding from a neigiib*riag wodd, 
Full in my view the fhad'wy charmer flood* 
Rapturous I ilarted up to elafp the fliade ; 
But flagger^y fell, and found my viul« fade : 
A mantling chilnefs oVr my bofi>m fpread. 
As if that inftant numbered widi the dead^ 
Her voice now fent a far, imperfed found, 
When in a fwimming trance »y pangs wer^e drownM* 
Still farther off flie call'd— With foft furprize 
I tum'd— -but void of flrength, and aid to ri&i 
Short, Ihorter, fliorter yet my breath I drew t 
Then up my flniggling foul unburtheu'd iew. 
Thus from aflate, where fin, and grief sA^de^ 
Heaven fummon'd me to mercy-^hus I died. 

He faid. Th' aflonifliment with wUch I fbirt« 
Like bolted ice runs ihiv 'ring thro' my heart* 
i^ thou not mortal then ? (I cried) But lo I 
His raiment lightens, and his £satures glow 1 
In (hady ringlets falls a length of hair ; 
EmbloomM fkis afyeGt ihines, enlaig'd his air. 
Mild from his eyes enlivening ^loiSes beam ; 
MiM cm his brow fits majefiy fupreme. 
Bright plumes of Gv^ry dye, that lound him fiow^ 
Veft, robe, and win^^, in vaiyW lufti>c (how/ 
He looks, and forward fteps with mien divine ; 
A grace cejeflial gives him all to flune. 
He fpeaks-— Nature is ravifh'd at the found* 
The forefb move, and ilreams iland liA'niag round ! 
F 2 Thus 
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Thus he. At tncorruption I aflumMf 

As inftant ih iinmt>rtal youth I bloom'd ! 

RencwM, and chang'd, I felt my vital fpriiigs. 

With diff'fent lights diicera*d the form of 'things ; 

To earth my paffions fell like miils away. 

And reafon open'd in eternal day. 

Swifter than thought from world to world I flew, 

Ccieflial knowledge fhone in ev*ry view.; 

My food was truth — what tranfport could I mifs7 

My profped, all iufmitude of blifs. 

Olympia met me firft, andy-fmiliBg gay^ 

Onward to mercy led the fhining way ji 

As far tranfcendent to her wonted air. 

As her dear wonted felf to many a fair ! 

In voiee and form, beauty more beauteous fiiows^ 

And harmony ftill more harmonious grows. 

She points outfouls, who tau ght me friendfliip's charn)S|s 

They gaze, they glow, they fpring into my arms t 

Well pleas'd, high ancestors my view command; 

Patrons, and patriots all ; a glorious band ! 

Horatio too^ by well-born fate refia'dy 

Shone out white-robM with &ints, a fpotlefs mind ! 

What once, below, ankbkion made Unv mifs, 

Humility here gain'd, a life of blifs ! 

Tho* late, let finners then from fin depart ! 

Heav'n never yet defpis'd the contrite heart. 

Laft (hone, with fweet, exalted luftre gracM; 

The SSBAPH-BARD, in higheft order plac'd ! 

Seers' 
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Seers, lovers, leglilators, prelates, kings, 
All raptur'd llilen, as he raptur'd fings. 
Sweetnefs and flrength his look and lays employ, 
Oreet fmiks with finiles, and ev'ry joy with joy : 
Charmful he rofe ; his ever-charmful tong4ie 
Joy to our fccond hymeneals fung ; 
Still, as we pafs'd, the bright, celeftial throng 
Hail'd us in focial love, and heavenly ibng. 

Of that no morre 1 my deathlefs friendOiip fee ! 
I come an angel to the Mufe and thee. 
Thefe Ughts, that vibrate, and promifcuous ihine^ 
A^ emanations all of forms divine. 
And here the Mufe, tho' melted from thy gaze. 
Stands among fpirits, mingling rays with rays. 
If thou wou'dft peace attain, my words attend. 
The laft, fond words of thy departed friend 1 
True Joy^s a fenaph, that to heav*n afpircs, j 
Unhun it triumphs, mid* celeflial choirs. 
But (hou'd no cares a mortal date moleft» 
Life were a ftate of ignorance at beft. 

Know then, if ills oblige thee to retire, 
Thofe ills folemnity of thought infpir^. 
Did not the foul abroad for objeSs roam, 
Whence could ihe learn to call ideas home ? 
Juftly to know thyfel^ perufe mankind ; 
To know thy God, paint nature on thy mind : 
Without fuch fcience of the worldly fcene, 
W>at is retirement .?— empty pride or fjplecn ; 

F 3 . But 
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But with it— wsfd6m. There (hall careft refine, 
Rendered by contemplation half-divine. 
Truil not the frantici ot myflerious guide. 
Nor ftoop a captive to the fchoolman's pride. 
On nature's wonders fix alone thy zeal ! 
They dim not reafon^ when they truth reveal 3 
So fhall religion in thy heart endure, 
From all traditionary falihood pure | 
So life make death familiar to thy eye. 
So (halt thou live, as thou may'H learn to die ; 
And, tho' thou view'fl thy worft oppreflbr thrivOi 
From tranfient Woe immortal blifs derive. 
Farewel— »Nay, flop the parting tear !— I go ! 
But leave the Mufe thy comforter below^ 
He faid. Inflant his phuons upward foar. 
He lefs'ningas they rife, till fecn no more. 
, While Contemplation weighM the myftic view, 
The lights all vanifti'd, and the vifion flew* 
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PREFACE. 

X HE reader will eafily perceive thcfe 
verfes were begun, when my heart was 
gayer than it has been of late ; and finiihed 
in hours of the deepeft mrfancholy. 

I hope the world will do me the juftice 
to believe, that no part of this flows from 
any real anger againft the Lady, to whom 
it is infcribed. Whatever undeferved fevc- 
xities I may have received at her hands, 
would fhe deal fo candidly as acknowledge 
truth, flie very w^ll knows, by an expe- 
rience of many years, that I have ever be- 
haved myfelf towards her, like one who 
thought it his duty to fupport with patience 
all affliAions from that quarter. Indeed, 
if I had not been capable of forgiving a 
Mother, I muft have blufhed to receive par- 
don myfelf at the hands of my fovereign. . 

Neither, to fay the truth, were the man- 
ner of my birth all, ftiould I have any 
reafon for complaint— When I am a little 
difpofed to a gay turn of thinking, I con- 
fider, as I was a Dcreli<a frem my cradle, 
I have honour of a lawful claim to the beft 
protedtion in Europe. For being a fpot of 
earth, to which nobody pretends a title, I 
flevolve naturally upon the King, as one of 
the rights of his Royalty. 

While 
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While I prcfumc to name his Majefty, 
I look back with confuiion^ upon the 
mercy I h«Ye lately experienced; becaiife 
it is impoffible tx> remember it^ but with 
fometbing I would fain forget, for the fake 
of my futace peace, and alleviation of my 
paft fliisfortune. 

I owe my life to the Royal Pity, if z 
wretch cap, with propriety, be faid to live, 
vfhok days are fewer than his foriX)ws; 
and to whom death had been but a re« 
deropcioo from mifery* 

But I will fuffer my pardon as my pu«^ 
niihonoH, till that life, which has fo gra* 
eioully been given me, ifaall become con- 
fiderable enough not to be ufelefs in his 
fervice to whom it was forfeited. Under 
influence of thefe fentiments, with which 
His Majefty's great goodnefs has inipired 
me, I confider my lofs of f<»:tune and dig« 
nity as my bappinefs ; to which, as I am 
born witbout ambition, I am thrown frcHii 
them without repining*— Pofleffing thofe 
advantages, my care had been, perhaps, 
but how to enjoy life ; by the want of them 
I am taught tWs nobler leflbn, to ftudy 
JlQw to deferve it. 

RicHARp Savagb« 
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Xn gayer hourd, when high my fancy ran^ 
The mufe, exulting, thus her hy began. 

Bleft be the Ballard's birth ! thn>' wond'iouf wayi, 
He (hines excentric, like a comet's blaze ! 
No iickly fruit of faint compliance He ! . 
He ! ftampt in nature's mint of ezilacy i 
He lives %o build, not boaA a generous race ; 
No tenth tranfmitter of a fooUih face. 
His daring hope, no fire's example bounds : 
His firft-born lights, no prejudice confoundi. 
He, kindling from within, requires no flames 
He glories in a Baflaid's glowing name. 

Born to himfelf, by no polTeffion led. 
In freedom foftef'd, and by fortune fed. 
Nor guides, nor rules, his fov'reign chcMce wotxtHA^ 
His body independent as his foul ; 
Loos'd to the world's wide range — enjotn'd na^aim, 
Perfcrib'd no duty, and ailign'd no name : 
Nature's unbounded fon, he (bands albae, 
His heart unbiased, and his mind his own* 

O Mothert 
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O Mother, yet no Mother .!r-Vis to you. 
My thanks for fuch diftinguifh'd cldms are due. 
You, uncnflav'd to Nature's narrow laws, 
Warm championefs for freedom's facred caufe. 
From all the dry devoirs of blood and line, 
From ties maternal, moral and divine, 
DifchargM my grafpingfoul ; pufti'd me from (horc, 
And launched me into life without an oar. 

What had I loft, if conjugally kind, 
By nature hating, yet by vows confin'd, 
Untaught the matrimonial bounds to (light, 
. And coldly oonfcious of the huiband's right, 
You had faint-drawn me with a form alone, 
A lawful lump of life by force your own t 
Then, while your backward will retrenched defire, 
And unconcurring fpirits lent no fire, 
1 had been bom your dull, domeftic heir. 
Load of your life, and motive of your care 5 
Perhaps been poorly rich, and meanly great. 
The Have of pomp, a cypher in the flate, 
Lordly negle6tf<»l of a worth unknown. 
And ilumb'ring in a feat, by chance my own. 

Far nobler bleffings wait the Baftard's lot j 
Conceived in rapture, and with fire begot !- 
Strong as neceflity, he ftarts away. 
Climbs againtt wrongs, and brightens into day^ 

Thus unprophetic, lately miiinfpir'd, 
I fun^ : Gzy fluttering hope, my fancy fif'd ; 

Inly 
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Inly fecure, tbro' confcious fcorn of ill| 
Nor taught by wifdom, how to balance will, 
Raflily deceiv'd, I faw no pits to (hun. 
But thought to purpofe, and to ad were one; 
Heedlefs what pointed cares peiyert his way. 
Whom caution arms not, and whom woes betray ; 
But now exposM, and fhrinking from difbefs, 
I fly to flielter, while the tempefts prefs ; 
My Mufe to giief refigns the varying tone. 
The raptures languiih, and the numbers groan. 

O memoiy ! thou foul of joy and pain ! 
Thou a£tor of our paflions o'er again ! 
Why doft thou aggravate the wretch's woe? 
Why add continuous fmart to every blow ? 
Few are my joys ; alas ! how foon forgot I 
On that kind quarter thou invad'fi: me not : 
While (harp, and numberlefs my forrows fall ; 
Yet thou repeat'ft« and multpli'fl: 'em all ! 

Is chance a guilt ? that my difafl'rous hearty 
For mifchicf never meant, muft ever fmart ? 
Can felf-defence be fin ? — Ah, plead no more ! 
What tho' no purpos'd malice ftain'd thee o'er ? 
Had heav*h befriended thy unhappy fide. 
Thou had'ft not been provok'd— Or thou had'il died. 

Far be the guilt of home-(hed blood, from all 
Otiwhom, unfought, embroiling dangers fall! 
Still the pale dead revives, and lives to me, 
To me ! thro' Pity's eye condcmn'd to fee. 

Remembrance 
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Remembrance reils his rage, but fwells his fate; 

GricvM I forgirc, and am grown cool too late. 

Young, and unthougbtful then ; who knows, one dajT 

What ripening ▼irtues might hare made their way ! 

He might htrc HvM, till fe^y died in ftame, 

TillkiiHlling wijdom felt a thirft for fame. 

He might peiiiaps hit coantry^s friend have proVd ; 

Both happy, gen'rous, candid, and belovVL 

He might have fav'd (bme worth, nowdoemMtofall ; 

And I^ pexdiance, in him, have murdered tAU 

O fate of late repentance 1 always vain ; 
Thy remedies but lull undying pain. 
Where fhatl my hope find reft ;— No Mothei'a care 
Shielded my infant innocence with prayV : 
No Father's guardian hand my youth malntain'd, 
Call'd forth my virtues, or from vice reftrain'd. 
Is it not'<thine to fnatch fome powerful arm, 
Firft to advance, then &ceen from future harm ? 
I am return'd from death, to live in pain i 
Or wouM Imperial Pity fave in vain ? 
Diftruft it not— > What blame can Mercy find. 
Which gives nt once a life, and rears a jnind ? 

Mother, mifcallM, farewel— of finilfevere, 
This fad reflexion yet may force one fear: 
All I was wretched by, to you I ow'd, 
Alone from Grangers ev*ry comfort flowed ! 

Loft to the life you gave, your Son no more. 
And now adopted, who was doom'd before, 

a New-born, 
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New-bom, I may a nobler Mother claim, 
But dare not whifper her immortal name ; 
Supremely lovely, and ferenely great ! 
MajefUc Mother of a kneeling State ! 
Queen of a People's heart, who ne'er before 
Agreed — yet now with one confent adore ! 
One contefl yet remains in this defire. 
Who moil ihall ^ve applaufe, where all admire. 
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6}9 THE RECOVERV OF THE 

LADY VISCOUNTESSTYRCONNEL. 

W^HERE Thames with pride beholds Augufta's 

charms. 
And either India pours into her arms ; 

Where Liberty bids honeft arts abound, 

And plcafures dance in one eternal round ; 

High-thron'd appears the laughter-loving dame, 

Goddefs of mirth, Euphrofyn^ her name. 

Her fmile more chearful than a vernal morn ; 

All life ! all bloom ! of Youth and Fancy bom. 

Touch'd into joy, what hearts to her fubmit ! 

She looks her Sire, and fpeaks her Mother's wit. 

O'er the gay world the fweet infpirer reigns ; 
Spleen flies, and Elegance her pomp fuftains. 
Thee, goddefs ! thee ! the fair and young obey ; 
Wealth, Wit, Love, Mufic, all coufefs thy fway. 
In the blake wild even Want by thee is blefs'd. 
And pamper'd Pride without thee pines for reft, 
The rich grow richer, while in thee they find 
The matchlefs treafure of a fmilmg mind. 
Science by thee flows foft in focial eafe. 
And Virtue, looting rigour, learns to pleale. 

The goddefs fummons each illufirious name. 
Bids the gay talk, and forms th' amufive game. 

G :!. She, 
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She, whole fair throiK^ ia fix'd in human fouls. 
From joy to joy her eye delighted rolls. 
Bqt where (ftie cry*4) is ftie, roy f»v*Hte.l. fh^ 
Of 2)1 my race, the dearefl far to me ! 
Whofe life's the life of each refin'd delight ? 
She f^— But no TyrconneJ glads her fight. 
Swift funk her laughing eyes in languid fear ; 
Swift rofe the fwelling figh, and trembling tear. 
In kind, low murmurs all the lofs deplore ; 
Tyrconnel droops, and pleafure is no more. 

The goddefe, filent, paus'd in muf^fol air ; 
But Mirth, like Virtue, cannot long del^air* 
CelefliaUhinted thoughts gay hope inf^irM, 
Smiling flie rofe, and all with hope were fir'd. 
Where Bath's afcending turrets meet her eyes ; 
Straight wafted on the tepid breeze Ihe fties. 
She flies, her eWefl fiftcr Health to find ; 
She finds her on the mountain-biow- redb'ct. 
Around her birds in earlicd confoptfing; 
Her check the fembhnce of the la ndfmg' faring ; 
Frefli-tlnifturM, like a ibmmer-evening Iky, 
And a mild fun fits fmitiiig in her eye. 
Loofe to the wind her verdant vefhnents f!ow; 
Her limbs yet-recent from the fprings below ; 
There oft fixe bathes, then peaceful fits f^cuie, 
Where every gale is fragrant, fredl, and pure ; 
Where fiow*rs and herbs their cordial odoun bten^^ 
And alttheiv bahny virtues (rA nfttnd. 

2 Haii 
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Hail, Mer, bnU ! (the idndred goddeis cries) 
No commoa AippliaQt flands before your eyes« 
You, with whofc living breath the mom is Fraught, 
Fluih the fair cheek., and point the chcarful thought ! 
Strength, vigour, wit, deprived of thee, decline ! 
Each finer fenfe, that forms delight, is thine ! 
Blight funs by thee difiufe a brighter blaze, 
And the frelh green a frefher green difplays ! 
Without thee plcafures die, or dully cloy, 
And life with thee, howe'er dcprefs'd, is joy. 
Such thy vaft powV ; — (the J)eity replies) 
Mirth never aiks a boon, which health denies* 
Dur mingled gifts tranfcend imperial wealth ; 
Health ftrengthens Mirth, and Mirth infpirits Health. 
Thefe gales, yon fprings, berbs, flow'rs, and fun arc 

anine ; 
Thine is their frtile ! bt all their influence thine. 

Euphrofynfe rejoins— *thy friendfliip prove ! 
See the dear, fickening obje6i: of my love ! 
Shall that warm heart, fo chearful cv*n in pain^ 
.So form*d to pleafe, unpleas'd Itfelf remain? 
Sifter, in her my fmile anew difplay. 
And all the fecial world fliay blefs thy fway^ 

Swift, as (he fpeaks, Health fpreads the purple wing 
Soars in the coloured cloudft, an4 d^eds the fpring : 
•Now bland and fwect Ihe floats along in air 
.Air feels, and foft'ning owns th' ethereal fair ! 

Q 3 In 
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In fiill defcent (he melts on opening flowers. 

And deep impregnates plants with genial fhowVs, 

The genial Ihowers, new-rifing to the ray, 

Exhale in rofeate clouds, and glad the day. 

Now in a zephyr's borrowed voice (he fings, 

Sweeps the freih dews, and (hakes them from her wbgs« 

Shakes them embalm'd ; or, in a gentle kifs. 

Breathes the fure earned: of awaking blifs. 

Saphira feels it with a foft furprife. 

Glide thro' her veins, and quicken in her eyes ! 

Inflant in her own form the goddefs glows. 
Where, bubbling warm, the mineral water flows ; 
Then plunging, to the flood new virtue gives ; 
Steeps evVy charm ; and as (he bathes, it lives ! 
As from her locks (he (heds the vital fliow'r, • 
*Tis done ! (flie cries) tbefe fprings pofTefs my pow'r • 
Let thefe immediate to thy darling roll 
Health, vigour, life, and gay-returning foul. 
Thou fmil'il, Euphrofyn^ ; and confcious fee, 
Prompt to thy (mile, how Nature joys with thee. 
All is green life ! all beauty rofy -bright ; 
Full Harmony, young Love, and dear Delight ! 
See vernal Hours lead circling joys along ! 
All fun, all bloom, all fragrance, and all fong ! 

Receive thy care ! Now Mirth and Health combine. 
Each heart fhall gladcjen, and each virtue fhine. 
Quick to Augufta bear the prize away ; 
There let her fmile, and bid a world be gay. 

AN 
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EPISTLE 

TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

SIR ROBERT WALPOLE. 

O'^ILL let low wits, who fenfe nor honour prize» 
Sneer at all gratitude, all truth difguife ; 
At Hying worth, becaufe alive, exclaim, 
Infult the ^xil'd, and the dead defame ! 
Such paint what pity veils in private woes. 
And what we fee with grief, with mirth expofe ; 
Studious to urge— (whom will mean authors fpare?) 
The. child's, the parent's, and the confort's tear : 
Unconfcious of what pangs the heart may rend, 
To lofe what they have ne'er deferv'd— a friend* 
Such, ignorant of fa6b, invent, relate, 
Expos'd perfift, and anfwer'd ftill debate : 
Such, but by foils, the clearefl: lufire fee. 
And deem afperfing others praifing thee. 

Far from thefe tracks my honed lays afpire. 
And greet a geo'rous heart with gen'rous fire. 
Truth be my guide ! Truth, which thy virtue claims! 
This, nor the poet, nor the patron fhames ! 
When party-minds (hall lofe contracted views. 
And hifl'ry quefiion the recording Mufe ; 

G 4 Tis 
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'Tis this alone to after-times muit ihine« 
And flamp the poet and his theme diyine. 

Long has my Mufe, from many a mournful cauie» 
Sung with (maU powV, n6f fought fublirtie applaufe ; 
From that great point ihe now ihall urge her fcope; 
O* that h\r pforaife reft her ftitufe hot>e ; 
Where policy, from ftate-illufion clear. 
Can through an open afpe6t ihine fincere ; 
Where Science, Law, and Liberty depend, 
And own the f^trbn, patriot, and the friend; 
(That breaft to feel, Xhzt eye on worth to gaze, 
That fmile to cherifti, ihd that hand to raife!) 
Whofe beft of hearts her beft of thoughts inflame, 
Whoft 5^y id bounty, attd whofe gift is fame. 

Where, for relief, Aefes tenocenee diftrefsM? 
To ybu, who chafe opprdBJon from th* opprefsM: 
Who, when complaint to ydu alone belongs, 
Forgire youT owti, tho' not « people's wroogs t 
Who ftill make ^blic propetty your c»re, 
And thence bid ^vate griefs lio Aiore defpain 

Aik they what ^te joar ibclt'ring care fiiall owa } 
'lis youth, 'tis age, the cottagie^and die throne : 
Nor can the priAm 'fcape yoorfeirciiiDg eye^ 
* Vou car ftill opcuing to the captive^ cry. 
Nor lefs was promised from thy early ftill^ 
Ere power enfortM betievolencfe of will ! 
To frienck reinVl, thy private life adhered 
By thee improvtti|[, ere by theeprefer*d« 

Well 
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Well hadft tiiou ift\gk*d wlidt tnlth fach fiieodt afiwd^ 
With thee refigniiigy aad with thee leibrM. 
Thou taught^ft them all exteniive love to bear. 
And now mankind with thee their fri^dfliip ftmrt. 

As the rich cloud by due degrees expands. 
And (how'rs dowa plenty thick on Amdiy lasid% 
Thy fpreadlog worth in various bounty fell« 
Made genius flouriih, and made art excel* 

How many, yetdeceir'd, all powV oppofc ? 
Their fears increafing^ as decreafe their woes ; 
Jealous of bondage, while they freedom gain, 
And moii obligM, moft eager to coroplatti. 

But well we count our Uifs, if well we view, 
When powVi^preffion, not protedHon grew ; 
View prefent ills diat puni^ di^nt climes ; 
Or bleed in mem'ry here from ancient times* 

Madrk firft the robe abus'd Religion wore, 
8tory'd with grieft, and ftain*^ with humiin gore? 
What various tortures, engines, fires, reveal, 
Study'd, empowered, and fandtify'd by seal ? 

Stop here^ my Mufe ! — Peculiar woes dejfcry ! 
Bid Vm in fadfucceffion drike thy eye ! 
Lo, to her eye the £ul fucceffion fprings ! 
She looks, &e weeps, and, as (he weeps, (he iiogs« 

See the doom'd Hebrew of his ilores bereft ! 
See hoiy murder juftify the theft ! 
His ravaged gold fome ufelefs Ihrine Ihali raife. 
His gettis on fuperditious idols hlaze 

His 
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His wife, hit babe, denyM their little homey 
Strip*dy ffaur'd, unfriended, and unpityM roam. 

Loy the prieft's hand the Wafer-God fupplies !— 
A king by confecrated poifon dies ! 

See learning range yon broad ethereal plain, 
From world to world, and god-like Science gain ! 
Ah ! wha( avails the curious fearch fufbin'd. 
The finiihU toil, the god-like Science gain'd ? 
SentencM to flames th' expenfive wifdom fell. 
And tr^th from heav'n was forcery from hell. 

See Reafon bid each myflic wile retire. 
Strike out new light ! and mark ! —the wife admire ! 
Zeal (hall fuch herefy, like Learning, hate ; 
The fame their glory, and the fame their fate. 

Lo, from fought mercy, one his life receives ! 
Life, w^rfe than death, that cruel mercy gives : 
The man, . perchance, who wealth and honours bore. 
Slaves in the mine, or ceafelefs (trains the oar. 
i^o dom'd are thefe, and fuch perhaps, our doom, 
Own'd we a Prince, avert it hciaven ! from Rome* 

Nor private worth alone falfe Zeal aflails ; 
Whole nations bleed when bigotry prevails. 
What are fworn friendfhips ? What are kindred ties ? 
What's faith with herefy ? (the zealot cries.) 
See, when war finks the thundVing cannon's roar ; 
When wounds, and death, and difcord are no more ; 
When muiic bids undreading joys advance, 
jSwell the foft hoiir, and turn the fwimmiog daQce : 

When, 
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When to crown thefe, the focial fpaiiding bowl 
Lifts the cheei^d fenfe, and pours out all the foul ; 
Sudden he fends red ma&cre abroad ; 
Faithlefs to man, to prove his faith to Gkxl* 
What pure perfuafive eloquence denies. 
All-drunk with blood, the arguing fword fupplies ; 
The fword, which to th' aflaffin's hand is given ! 
Th' aflafCn's hand !<^pronouncM the hand of heaven ! 
Sex bleeds with iex, and infancy with age; 
No rank, no place, no virtue flops his rage* 
Shall fword, and fiame, and devadation ceafe, 
To pleafe with zeal, wild zeal ! the Grod of Peace ? 

Nor lefs abufe has fcourg'd the civil ftate. 
When a King's will became a nation's fate. 
Enormous pow'r ! Nor noble, norferene; 
Now fierce and cruel ; now but wild and mean. 
See titles fold, to raife.th' unjuil fupply ! 
Compeird the purchafe ! or be iin'd, or buy ! 
No public fpirit, guarded well by laws, 
Uncenfur'd, cenfures in his country's caufc. 
See from the merchant forc'd th' unwilling loan ! 
Who dares deny, or deem his wealth his own ? 
Denying, fee ! where dungeon-damps arife, 
Difeas'd he pines, and unaHifled dies. 
Far more than maifacre that fate accurfl ! 
, As of all deaths the ling'ring is the worft. 

New courts of cenfure gricv'd with newc^ence, 
Tax'd without power, and fiii'd without pretence, 

ExplainM,^ 



io8 AN EPISTLE TO 

ExplamM, at will, each (lamte's wrefted aim, 
*Till marlu of merit were the marks of fl&me ; 
So monfh-ous !-~Life was theferereft grief. 
And the wodt death fe^'d welcome for relief. 

In vain the fttbjedt fought ledrefs from law. 
No feoate UtM the partial judge to awe : 
Senates were vmd, and fenatbrs confin'd. 
For the great caufe of Nature and Manktod ; 
Who Kings fuperior to the people own ; 
Yet prove the law fuperior to the throne. 

Who can review, without a generous tear, 
A Church, H State, fo impious, fo fevere; 
A land uncultured thro' polemic jan. 
Rich ! — but vmh carnage from inteftine wart ; 
The hand of Induftry employ'd no more. 
And Commetce flying to ibme iafer ihore $ 
All property reduc'd, to Pow'r a prey, 
And Seafe and Learning chas'd by Zeal away ? 
Who honours not each dear departed ghoft. 
That ilrove for Liberty fo wcm, fo loft : 
So well regained when god-like William rofe. 
And firUt entailM the bleiling Greorge belbws ? 
May Walpole flill the growing triumph ndfe. 
And bid thefe emulate Eliza's days ; > 

Still ferve a Prince, who o'er his people greatf 
As far tranfcends in virtue, as in fktel 

The Mufe purfues thee to thy rural feat ; 
Ev'n there (hall Liberty infpire retreat. 
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When folemn cares in flowing wit 9te drowtiM^ 

And fpordve chat and focial laughs go round : 

£v*n then, when paufing mirth begins to fail> 

The cqnverie varies to the ferious talc. 

The tale pathetic fpeaks fame wretch that owes 

To fome deficient law relieflcfs woes. 

What inibnt pity warms the gen'tous breaH? 

How all the leglflamr flands confefs'd 1 

Now fprings the hint ! His now improved to thoyght ! 

Now npe ! and now to public welfare brought ! 

New bills, which regulating means beibw, 

Juflice preferve, yet foft'ning mercy know : 

juflico ihall low yes^atious wiles decline. 

And flill thrive moil, when lawyers mofi rspiaew 

JuAice from jargon ihall refin'd appear^ 

To knowledge thro' owr native language cleaf . 

Hence we may learn, no more decei?'d by iaw^ 

Whence wealth and life their heft afllurance draw. 

The freed Infi>lvcnt, with induAriouus hand. 
Strives yet to fatisfy the juft demand : 
Thus ruthlefs men, who wouM bis powers reflrain. 
Oft what feverity would lofe, obt^n* 

Thefe, and a thoufand gifts, thy thought acquires, 
Whkh Liberty benevolent infpires. 
From Liberty the fruits of law increafe. 
Plenty, and joy, and all the arts of peace. 
Abvoad the mei'chaiit, while the tempefta rave. 
Adventurous fiuls, nor fears the wind and wave ; 

At 
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At home untii'd we €nd th* aufpicious hand 

With flocks, and herds, and harvefb, blefs the land : 

While there, the peafant glads the gratefiil foil, 

Here mark the fhipwright, there the mafon toil, 

Hew, fquare, and rear magnificent the (lone. 

And gire our oaks a glory not their own ! 

What life demands, by this obeys her call, 

And added elegance confummates all. 

Thus atsLtcly cities flatelier navies rife. 

And fpread our grandeur under diflant ikies. 

From Liberty each nobler Science fprung, 

A Bacon brighten'd, and a Spenfer lung : 

A Clarke and Locke new tradb of truth explore, 

And Newton reaches heights, unreach'd before. 

What Trade fees Property that wealth maintain* 
Which induftry no longer dreads to gain ; 
What tender confcience kneels with fears refignM, 
Enjoys her worihip, and avows her mind ; 
What genius now from want to fortune climbs. 
And to fafe Science ev'ry thought fublimes ; 
What Royal Pow'r, from his fuperior ftate, 
Sees public happinefs his own create ; 
But kens ihofe patriot-fouls, to which he owes 
Of old each fource, whence now each bleffing flows ? 
And if fuch fpirits from their heav'n defcend, 
And blended flame, to point one glorious end ; 
Flame from one bread, and thence on Britain (hine. 
What love what praife, O Walpole, then is thine ? 

THE 
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A SATIRE. 

XXLL priefts arc not the fame, be underfiood I 
Priefts are, like other folks, fome bad, fome good. 
What*8 vice or virtue, fure admits no doubt ; 
Then, clergy, with church miiSon, or without ; 
When good, or bad, annex we to your name. 
The greater honour, or the greater fhame. 

Mark hiow a country Curate once could rife ; 
The* neither learnM, nor witty, good, nor wife ! 
Of innkeeper, or butcher, if begot. 
At Cam or Ifis bred, imports it not. 
A Servitor he was— Of hall, or college ? 
Aik not— to neither credit is his knowledge. 

Four years, thro' foggy ale, yet madc^ him fee, 
Juft his neck-verfe to read, and take degree. 
A gown, with added fleeves, he now may wear ; 
IVhile his round cap transforms into a fquare. 
Him, quite unfconc'd, the butt'ry book ftiall own ; 
At prayers, tho' ne'er devout, foconftant known. 

Let 
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Let teftimonials then hia worth dlfclofe ! 

He gains a cailbck, beaver and a rofe* 

A Curate now, his furniture review ! 

A few old fermons, and a bottle-fcrew. 

A Curate ? — Where ? His name (cries one) recite ! 

Of tell me tbisr— Is pudding his delight? 

Why, our's loves pudding — Docs he fo ? — 'tis he I 

A Servitor ;•— Sure Curl will find a key. 

His Alma IVfater now he quite forfakes ; 
She gave him one degree, aiid two he takes. 
He npw the hood and ileeve of Mailer wears ; 
Doftor ! (quoth they) — and lo 1 a fcarf be bears J 
A fwelling, ruffling, glofly fcarf ! yet he, 
By peer unqualify'd, as by degree. 

This Curate learns church-dues, and law to teaf^ 
When time fhall ferve, for tithes, and furplice-fee& ; 
When 'fcapes fome portioned girl from guardian's pow'r, 
He the fnug licence gets for nupti^d hour ; 
And rend'ring vain her parent's prudent cares* 
To Iharper weds her, and with fhnrpor flmre^. 
Let babes of poverty convulfive lie ; 
No bottle waits, tho' babes unfprinklod die^* 
Half-office ferves the funVal, if it bring 
No hope of fcarf, or hatband, glpves, or ring. 
Does any wealthy fair defponding lie^ 
With fcrup*lous confcience, tho' ft\e knows npt why ? 
Would cordial counfel make the patient well ^ 
Our prieftfliallraife the vapours > not difpel. 

His 
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HiB cant fome oiphaa's piteous cafe (hall ^^g ; 
He bids her give the widow*s heart to fing : 
He pleads for age in want j and while (he Imgersi 
Thus fnares her charity with biril-Uine fingers. 
Now in the patron's manfion fee the wjght, 
FadUous for pow'r— a £m of Levy ligjit ! 
Servile to Yquires^ to vafials proud his mien, 
As Codex to inferior Clergy feen. 
He flatters till you bluih ; but, when withdrawn, 
'Tis his to (lander, a| 'twas his to lawn. 
He pumps for feciets, pries o*cr fervants* way^. 
And, like a meddling priefl, can mifchief raife ; 
And from fuch mifchief thus can plead defert— 

Tis all my patron's intVeft at my heart. 

Peep in his mind all wrongs fo>m others live ; 

None more need pardon, and none lefs forgive* 
At what docs next his erudition aim ? 

To kill the footed and the featherM game : 

Then this Apoftle, for a daintier difh. 

With line or net, ftiall plot the fate of fi(h. 

In kitchen, what the cookmaid calls a cot ; 

In cellar, with the butler, brother fot. 

Here too he corks ; in brewhoufe hops the beer. 

Bright in the hall, his parts at whiil appear ; 

Dext'rous to pack ; yet at all cheats exclaiming : 

The prieft has av'rice, av'rice itch of gaming. 

And gaming fraud : — But fair he ftrikes the ball, 

And at the plain of billiard pockets all. 

H At 
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At tables now !— But oh, if gammonM there. 

The fbrtling echoes learn, like hini| to fwear I 

Tho* oe'er at authors in the ftudy feen. 

At bowls fagacious mailer of the green* 

A connoiiieur, as cunning as a fox. 

To bet on racersy or on battling cocks ^ 

To preach o'er beer, in boroughs, to procure 

Voters, to make the 'fquire's election fuft : 

For this, where clowns fUre, gape, and grin^ and banl^ 

Free to buffoon his fun6Hon to 'em alL ■ 

When the clod juilice fome horfe-laugh wouM raife^ 

Foremaft the dullefl of dull jokes to praife ; 

To fay^ or nnfay, at his patron's nod ; 

To do the will of all — fave that of God* 

His int'reft the mod fervile part he deems ; 
Yet much he fways, where much to ferve he ieems ; 
He fways his patron, rules the Lady moft^ 
And, as he rules the Lady, rules the roafl. 

Old tradefmen muft give way to new — his aim 
Extorted poundage, once the ileward's claim. 
Tenants are rais'd ; or, as his pow'r iDcreafes^ 
Unlefs they fine to him« renew no leafes^ 
Thus tradefmen, fervants^ tenants, none are fiee ; 
Their lofs and murmur are his gain and glee* 

Lux'ry he loves ; but like a prieft of fenfe, 
Ev'n luxury loves not at his own expence. 
Tho* harlot paflions wanton with his will. 
Yet av'rice is his wedded paffion fiilL 

Sec 
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See him with napkin o'er his band tuckM in. 
While the rich greafe hangs glift'ning on his chin ; 
Or as the dew from Aaron's beard declines, 
£v'n to his garmtot hem foft-trickling (hines ! 
He feeds, and feeds, fwills foop, and fucks up marrow- 
Swills, fucks, and feeds, till leach'rous as a fparrow* 
Thy pleafure, Onan, now no more delights, 
The lone amufement of his chafter nights. 
He boafts — (let Ladies put him to the teft !) 
Strong back, broad fhoulders, and a well-built chefi. 
With ftifTning nerves, now ftcals he fly away ; 
Alert, warm, chuckling, ripe for amVous play ; 
Ripe to carefs the lafs he once thought meet 
At church to chide, when penanc'd in a Iheet* 
He pants the titillating joy to prove. 
The fierce, (hort Tallies of luxurious love. 
Not fair Cadiere and Confeflbr than th^y. 
In draining tranfports, more lafcivious lay. 

Conceives her wohib, while each fo melts and thrills? 
He plies her now with love, and now with pills. 
No more falls penance cloath'd in (hame upon her ; 
Thefe kill her embryo, and prefervc her honour. 

Riches, love, powV, his paffions then we own : 
Can he court pow*r, and pant not for renown ? * 
Fool, wife, good, wicked — all defire a name : 
Than him, young heroes burn not more for fame. 
While about ways of heav'n the fchoolmen jar, 

(The church re-echoing to the wordy war) 

H 2 The 
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The ways of earth, he (on hb horfe aftride) 
Can with big words conteil, with blows decide ; 
He dares fome carrier, cbarg'd with cumb'rous load, 
Difputes, difmounts, and boxes for the road. 
Ye hooting boya, Qh, Well-play'd parfon, cry f 
Oh, Well-played parfon, hooting vales reply! 
Winds waft it to Cathedral Domes around ! 
Cathedral Domes from inmoil choirs refound ! 

The man has many meritorious ways : 
He*il fmoak his pipe, and London^s prelate praife- 
His public pray'rs, his oaths for George declare ; 
Yet mental refervation may forfwear ; 
For, fafe with friends, he now, in loyal flealth, 
Hiccups, ami, ftaggMng, cries— —King Jemmy *$ 

health. 
God's word he preaches now, and' now profanes ; 
Now fwallows camels, and at gnats now ftrains. 
He pities men, who, in. unrighteous days. 
Read, or, what^s worfe, write poetry and plays.^ 
He readeth not what any author faith ; 
The more his merit in implicit faith. 
Thofe, who a jot from mother church recede, 
He damns, like any Athanafian creed. 
He rails at Hoadley ; fo can zeal poffefs him. 
He's orthodox, as G-bf-n^s felf — God bieis hiin.. 

Satan, whom yet, for once, he pays thank fgiving,. 
Sweeps off th' incumbent now of fat-goofe living. 

He 
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Ht feeks his patron's Lady, finds the fsnr. 
And for her intVeft firft prefers his prayer— 
You pofe me not (faid (he) tho* hard the talk ; 
Tho* hufbands fcldom give what wives will aik* 
My deiaree does not yet to think incline, 
How oft your neft you feather, prief^, from mine. 
This pin-m<Miey, tho' ftiort, has not betray'd ; 
Nor jewels pawn*d, nor tradefmen*s bills unpa/d ; 
Mine is the female, faihtonable ikill, 
To win my wants, by cheating at quadrille. 
You bid mc, with prim look, the World delude; 
Nor fins toy prieft demurer than his prude, 
Leaft thinks my Lord, you plant the fecret horn, 
That yours hi« hopeful heir, fo newly bom. 
'Tis mine to teafe him firft with jealous fears. 
And thunder all my virtue in his ears : 
My virtue rules unqueftioB^d— Where's the cue 
For that which governs him to govern you? 

1 gave you pow'r the family complain ; 

2 gave you love ; but allyour love is gain. 
My int*reft, wealth— for thefe alone you burn; 
With theie you leave me, and with thefe return s 
Then, as no truant wants excuie for play, 
•Twas duty— duty callM you far away j 

l*he fick to vifit — (bme miles off to preach : 
•—You come not, but tm fuck one like a leach« 
Thus Lady-like, flie wanders from the cafe, 
Keeps to qo point, but runs a wild-goofe chafe^ 

H J She 
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She talks, and talks — to bim her words are wind : 
For fat-goofe living fills alone his mind. 

He leaves her, to his patron warm applies :— 
But parfon, mark the terms ! (his patron cries) 
Yon door you held for me, and handmaid Nell; 
The girl now fickenSi and (he foon will fwell. 
My fpoufc has yet no jealous, odd conjedure ; 
Oh, (hield my morning reft from curtain -ledture ; 
Parfon, take breeding Nelly quick to wife, 
And fat-goofe living then is yours for life ! 

Patron and fpoufe thus mutually beguil'd. 
Patron and priefl thus own each other's child* 
Smock fimony agreed — Thus Curate rife ; 
Tho* neither learnM, nor witty, good nor wlfe% 

Vicars (poor wights !) for loft impropriation, 
Rue, tho' good proteftants, the reformation* 
Prefer'd from Curate, fee our foul's prote6lor 
No murm'ring vicar, but rejoicing redor ; 
Not hir'd by laymen, nor by laymen ibown. 
Church-lands now theirs, and tithes no more his own| 

His patron can't revoke, but may repent : 
To bully now, not pleafe, our parfon's bent. 
When from dependence freed (fuch prieftly will I) 
Priefts foon treat all, but firft their patrons, ill. 

Veftries he rules — Ye lawyers, hither draw ! 
He fnacks — His people deep are plung'd in law ! 
Now thefe plague thofe, this parifli now fues that, 
For burying, or maintaming foundling brat« 

Now 
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Ifov^ with chuFchwaideni cribs the rev Vend thief. 
From workhoufe-pittancey and coUe^tiotD brief; 
Nay, facnunentd alms purloins as Aire, 
And ev'n at altars thus defrauds the poon 

Poor folks he*U ihun % but pray by rich, if iH , 
And watch, and watch-^to Hide into their will ; 
Then pop, perchance, in confecrated wine. 
What fpeeds the foul, he fits for realms divine. 

Why couM not London this good parfon gain ? 
Before him fepulchres had rent in twain. 

Then had he learn'd with fextons to invade. 

And firip with facrilegious hands the dead ; 

To tear off rings, e'er yet the finger rots ; 

To part 'em, for the vcfture-lhroud caft lots ; 

Had made dead (kulls for coin the chymifl's ihare. 

The female corpfe the forgcon's purchased ware ; 

And paring view'd, when for diile^tion laid. 

That fecret place, which love has facred made. 
Grudge heroes not your heads in dills inclos'd ! 

Grudge not, ye fair, your parts ripp'd up exposM ! 

As drikes the choice anatomy our eyes ; 

As here dead Ikulls in quick'ning cordials rife ; 

From Egypt thus a rival tndiic fprings : 

Her vended mummies thus were once her kings ; 

The line of Ninus now in drugs is roU'd, 

And Ptolemy's himfelf for balfam fold* 
Volumes unread his library compofe. 

Cay Sune their gilded backs in lettered row^ 

H 4 Cheap 
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Cheap he collets—- His friends the 4upet ite \mwti f 
They buy, he borrows, and each book's his ov(rn« 

Poor neighbours earn his ale, but earn it dear ; 
His ale he trafficks for a nobler cheer. 
For mugs of ale fonie poach -«no game they fpare ; 
Nor pheafant, partridge, woodcock) foipe^ nor hard, 
3ome plunder filbponds ; others (vea'fdn thieves) 
The foreit ravage, and the prieft receives. 
Let plenty at his board then lacquey ferve \ 
No— tho' with plenty, penury will ilarve. 
He deals with London fiihmongers-^His books 
Swell in accompts with poult'rers and with cooks* 

Wide, and more wide, his fwelling fortune flows j 
Narrower, and narrower fkill, his fpirit grows. 

His fervants^Hard has fate their lot decreed ; 
They toil like horfes, like cameHons feed. 
Sunday, no fabbath, is in labour fpent, 
And Chriilmas renders 'em as lean as Lentt 
Him long, nor faithful fervices engage ; 
See 'em difmifs*d in ficknefs or in age ! 

His wife, poor Nelly, leads a life of dread ; 
Now beat, now pinch'd on arms, aUd how in breads 
If decent powder deck th- adjufted hair; 
If modifli iilk, for once, improve? her air ; 
Her with paft faults, thus (hocks his cruel tone ; 
(Faults, tho' from thence her dow'ry, now his oWn)-«« 
Thus fhall my purfe your carnal joys procure, 
AH drefs is nothing! but a harlot's lurct 

Sackdotli 
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Sackcloth atone youf fin ftiou'd, pettan<:*d wear ; 
Yo^r l(K:ks, uncomb'd^ with afhes fpritikled flare* 
Spare diet thins the blood — if mofe you crave, 
*Tis mine, my viainds, and your foul to favc. 
Blood muft be drawn, not fwell'd^-^-thenflripy and dread 
This waving horfewhip circling o*ct my head ! 
Be yours the blubb'ring lip, and whimp'ring eye ! 
Frequent this la(h (hall righteous ftripes fupply. 
What, fquall you ? Call no kindred to your aid ! 
You wedded when no widow, yet no maid. 
Did * law Mofaic now in force remain, 
Say to what father durft you then complain ? 
What haid your virtue witnefs'd ? Well I know, 
No bridal Iheetft could virgin tokens fliew ; 
Elders had fought, but mifs'd the iigning red, 
And law, then hariot, ftraight had HonM you dead. 

Nor former vice alone her pain infures ; 
Ndly, for prefeut virtue, much endures; 
For lo, fhe charms fome wealthy, amVous 'fquire ! 
Her fpoufe would let hei*, \\k6 his ifaare, for hire. 
'Twere thus no fin, (hou'd love her limbs employ s 
Be his the profit, and be hers the joy ! 
This, when her cbaftity, or pride denies ; 
His words reproach her, and his kicks chaftife* 

At length, in childbed, fhe, with broken heart, 
Tips oflf— poor foul !— ^Let her in peace depart ! 

• For a particular account of this law, we refer to Dcoteto- 
pomy, chap. xxii. ver. 13, 149 I5) x6» 17, i8> 191 zo^ ii. 

a He 
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He mourns her death , who did her life dcftroy • 
He weeps, and weeps— Oh, how he weeps — for joy J 
Then cries, with Teeming grief, Is Nelly dead ? 
No more with woman creak my couch or bed ! 
*Tis true, he fpoufe nor doxy more enjoys; 
Women farewel ! He lufts not— but for boys. 

This prieft, ye Clergy, not Mitious call ; 
Think him not form'd to reprefent ye all. 
Should fatire quirks of vile attornies draw ; 
Say, wouM that mean to ridicule all law ? 
Defcribe fome murd'ring quack with want of know, 

ledge, 
Wou'd true phyficians cry— -You mean the college ? 
Bleft be your cloth !*^But, if in him, 'tis curd, 
'Tis as beft things, .corrupted, are the worft. 

But left with keys the guiltlefs Curl defame, 
Be publifh'd here — Melchifeiieck his name ! 
Of Oxford too ; but her &vi6i terms have dropp'4 

bims 
And Cambridge, ad eundem, fliall adopt him» 
Of Arts now Mafler him the hood confirms ; 
*Scap'd are his exercifes, 'fcap'd his terms. 
See the degree of Doftor next excite! 
The fcarf, he once ufurp'd, becomes his right, 
A Doftor ! cou'd he difputants refute ? 
Not fo— firft compromis'd was the difpute. 

At fat-goofe living feldom he refides; 
A Curate there, fmall pittance well provides. 

See 
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See him at London, fludioufly profound^ 

With bags of gold, not books, encompafs'd roun ! 

He, from the broker, how to jobb difcerns ; 

He, from the fcriv'ner, art of ufury learns ; 

How to let intVeft run on int'rcft knows^ 

And how to draw the mortgage, how foreclofe ; 

Tenants and boroughs bought with mondrous treafure, 

£le6Hons turn obedient to his pleafure. 

Like St-bb-ng, let him country mobs fupport. 

And then, like St-bb-ng, crave a grace at court ! 

He fues, he teafes, and he perfeveres : 

Not * bluflilefs Henley lefs abaftiM appears. 

His impudence,, of proof in evVy trial. 

Kens no polite, and heeds no plain denial. 

A fpy, he aims by others' fall to rife } 

Vile a^ Ifcariot U — n, betrays, belies ; 

And fay J what better recommends than this ? 

Lo, Codex greets him with a holy kifs ; 

Him thus inftrudts in controveriial fluff; 

Him, who ne'er argu'd, but with kick and cuff! 

My Weekly Mifcellany be your lore ; 
Then rife, at once, the champion of churcIv-powV ! 
The trick of jumbling contradidHons know ; 
Jn church be high, in politics feem low : 
Seek ibme antagonifl, then wound his name ; 
T'he better flill his life, the more defame ; 



• Th« worthy Orator. 
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Quote him unfair ; and, in expreffion quainf, 
Force him to father meanings never meant ! 
Learn but mere names, refiftlefs is your page ; 
For thefe enchant the vulgar, thofe enrage. 
Name Church, that myftic fj^ll fhall mobs commandi 
Let Heretic each reasoning Chriftian brtnd ; 
Cry Schifmatic, let men of confcience Ihrink ! 
Cry Infidel, and who ftiall dare to think ? 
Invoke the Civil Pow'r, not Senfe, for aid ; 
Aflert, not argue ; menace, not perfuide ; 
Shew difcord and her fiends Would fave the nation ; ' 
But her call Peace, her fiends a Convocation ! 

By me, and Webfter, finifh'd thus at fchool, 
Lafl for the pulpit, learn this golden rule ! 
Detach the fenfe, and pother o'er the text. 
And puzzle firft yourfelf, your audience next : 
Ne'er let your dodrine ethic truth impart ; 
Be that as free from morals as your heart ! 
Say faith, without one virtue, fhall do well ; 
But, without faith, all virtues doom to hell ! 
What is this faith ? Not what (as Scripture (hows) 
Appeals t6 reafon, when *twou'd truth difclafe ; 
This, again ft reafon, dare we recommend ; 
Faith may be triie ; yet not on truth depend. 
*Tis myftic light— a light which fhall conceal j 
A Revelation, which fliall not reveal. 
If faith is faith, 'tis orthodox — in brief, 
Belief, not orthodox, is not belief; 

An 
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And who has not belief, pronounce him ^ain 
No Chriftiaii— Codex bids you this maintdn. 

Thus with much wealth, fome jargon, and no 
grace, 
To feat eplfcopal our Dodw trace ! 
Codex, deceiving the fupyior ear. 
Procures the Conge (much mifcall'd) D'Elire. 
(Let this the force of our fine precept tell. 
That faith, without one virtue, fhalldowell.) 
The Dean and Chapter, daring not t' enquire, 
£le6thim — Why ?— to (huna Premunire. 
Within, without, be tidmgs roli'd around ; 
Organs withiny and bells without refound. 
Lawn-ileev'd, and mitred, (land he now confeil : 
See Codex confecrate ! — ^A folemn jeft ! 
The wicked's pray'rs prevail not— pardon me. 
Who, for your Lordibip's blefiing, bend— no knee. 

Like other priefls, when to fmall fees you fend 'czn, 
Let ours hold fat-goofe living in comroendam ! 
An officer, who ne'er his King rever'd ; 
For trait'rous toads, and cowardice cafhier'd ; 
A broken 'pothecary, once renowned 
For drugs, that poifon'd half the country round ; 
From whom warm girls, if pregnant ere they marry. 
Take phyfic, and for honour's fake mifcarry : 
A lawyer, fam'd tor length 'ning bills of coft. 
While much he plagu'd mankind, his clients moft, 
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To lick up cv'ry neighbour's fortune known. 
And then let lux'ry lick up all his own ; 
A Cambridge Soph, who once for wit was held 
Efteem'd ; but vicious, and for vice expellM ; 
With partSy his Lordihip's lame ones to fupporr. 
In well-tim'd fermons fit to cant at court ; 
Or accurately pen (a talent better !) 
His Lordlhip^ fenate-fpeech, and paft'ral letter : 
Thefe four, to purify from finful ftains 
This Bifhop firft abfolves, and then ordains. 
His chaplains thefe ? and each of rifing knows 
Thofe righteous arts, by which their patron rofe. 
. See him Lord Spiritual, dead-voting featcd ! 
He foon (tho* ne'er to heav'n) (hallbetranflated. 
Wou'd now the mitre circle Rundle*8 creft ? 
Sec him, with Codex, ready to proteft ! 
Thus holy, holy, holy Bifhop rife ; 
Tho' neither learn'd, nor witty, good, nor wife ! 
Think not thefe lays, ye Clergy, would abufe ,• 
Thus, when thefe lays commenc'd, premisMthemufc— 
All prieftsarenotthe fame, be underflood ! 
PriefU are, like other folks, fome bad, fome good. 
The good no fandlon give the wicked's fame ; 
Nor, with the wicked, fhare the good in fhame. 
Then wife free-thinkers cry not fmartly thus— 
Is the prieft work'd ? — The poet's one of us. 
Free-thinkers, Bigots are alike to me ; 
For thefe mifdcem half-thinking, thinking free ; 

Thofe, 
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Thofc, fpcculativc without fpeculatioDy 
Call myft*iy and credulity falration. 
Let us believe with reafon, and in chief. 
Let our good works demonftrate our belief; 
Faith, without virtue, never ihall do well ; 
And never virtue, without faith , exceL 
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TREAT Hope of Brltdn !— Here the Wufe effays 
A theme^ which, to attempt alone, is prailie^ 
Be Hcr*8 a zeal of Public Spirit known ! 
A princely zeal ! — a fpirit all your own 1 

Where never fcience beam'd a friendly ray. 
Where one vaft blank ncglc6lcd Nature lay 5 
From Public Spirit there, by arts employed. 
Creation, varying, glads the cheerleis void* 
Hail arts, where fafety, treafure and delight^ 
On land, on wave, in wondVous works unite ! 
Thofe wond'rpus works, O Mufe, fucceffive raifct 
And point their worth* their dignity and praife ! 

What tho' np flrc^ms, naagnificently play'df 
Rife a proud column, fall ^ grand cafca^ ; 
Thro* nether pipes, which nobler ufe renowns, 
JLo! dudileriv'kt^vifitdiibnttown^! 
How vaniih fens, whence vapours rife no morei 
Whofe agueift influpttce tainted bes^v'n before* 

I 2 The 
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The folid ifthmus finks a wat'ry fpace, 
And wonders, in new ftate, at naval grace* 
Where the flood, deep'ning, rolls, or wide extends. 
From road to road, yon arch, connedtive, bends. 
Where ports were choak'd where mounds, in vain^ 

arofe ; 
There harbours open, and there breaches clofe ; 
To keels, obedient, fpreads each liquid plain, 
And bulwark moles repel the boft'rous main. 
When the funk fun no homeward fail befriends. 
On the rock's brow the light-houfe kind afcends. 
And from the Khoaly, o'er the gulfy way. 
Points to the pilot's eye the warning ray. 

Count ilill, my Mufe (to count what Mufe can 
ceafe ?)' 
The works of Public Spirit, freedom, peace ! 
By the mfhall plants, in fbrefls, reach the ikies ; 
Then lofe their leafy pride, and navies rife : 
(Navies, which to invafive foes explain, 
Heav'n throws not round us rocks and feas in vain,) 
The fail of commerce in each iky afpires. 
And property aiTures what toil acquires. 

Who <iig8 the mine or quarry, digs with glee ; 
No flave ! — His option and his gain are free : 
Him the fame laws the fame prote^ion yield, 
Who plows the furrow, as who owns the field. 

Unlike, where tyranny the rod maintains 
O'er turflefs, leaflefs, and uncultured plains, 

Here 
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tiere herbs of food and phyfic plenty (how'rs, 
Gives fruits to1)lufh, and colours various flowVs. 
Where fands or ftony wilds once ftarvM the year. 
Laughs the green lawn, and nods the golden ear. 
White fhine the fleecy racej which fate fhall doom 
The feaft of. life, the treafure of the lootti. 

On plains now bare (hall gardens wave their groves^ 
While fettling fongfters woo their feather'd loves. 
Where pdthlefs Woods no grateful openings knew, 
Walks tempt the flep, and viftas court the view* 
See the parterre confefs expaniive day ; 
The grot, elufive of the noon-tide ray. 
Up yon green flope a length of terrace lies. 
Whence gradual landfcapes fade in diflant IkieSi 
Now the blue lake refieded heaven difplays ; 
Now darkens, tegularly-wild^ the maze. 
Urns, obelilks, fanes, flatues intervene ; 
Now center, now commence or end the feene. 
Lo, proud alcoves ! lo, foft fequefler'd bow'rs ! 
Retreats of focial, or of ftudious hours ! 
Rank above rank here fhapely greens afcend ; 
There others natively-grotefque depend. 
The rude, the delicate, immingled tell 
How Art wou'd Nature, NaturCj Aft excell i 
And how, while thefe their rival charms impart^ 
Art brightens Nature, Nature brightens Art 3 
Thus in the various, yet harmonious fpace^ 
Blend order, fymmetry, and forcCj and grace. 

i 3 When 
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When theft) ffom Public Spirit fmtle, Mrt fee 
Free-opcnbg g«es, and bow'ry plcsifufeft fiee j 
For fufe great fowh one troth can never mifs, 
Blifs nol comnwoictted i« not blife. 

ThtisPttWtc 8p5m, fiberty and peace, 
Carve, build, and plant, artdgiyc the hind increafej 
From peafant hands imperial works arifc. 
And Bfttifh, hettce, with Roman grandeur vies ; 
Not grandcut that in pompous whim^ appears. 
That levels hiife, that vaks to mountains rears j 
That alters nature's regulated grace. 
Meaning to deck, but deflinM to deface. 
Tho' no prond gates, with China*s taught to vie, 
Magniikently wfelefs-, ftrike the eye ; 
(Ufelefs^ where tocfcs a furet barrier lend. 
Where feas incircle, and where fleets defend ;> 
What tho' no arch of triamph is aifign^d 
To laureW pride, whofe fword has thinn'd mankind- 
Tho* no vaft wait extends from ooaft to coaft, 
No pyramid afpires fublimdy loft ,- 
Yet the fafc road thro' rocks (hall winding tend^ 
And the firm caufeway o'er the chys alcend. 
Lo! (lately ftreets, lo! ample fquares invite 
The falutary gale that breathes delight. 
Lo ! flruftures mark the charitable foil 
For cafual ill, maim*d valour, feeble toil 
Worn out wirh care, infirmity and age ; 
The life here entering, (quitting there the Cage: 

Thr 
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The babe of lMr)#6 birtb^ d^dDu'd dft to m#aft« 
To flarVe tf b]««d fbT ftritir^ li(>C bi^ own ! 
Let the ftttll friolber Ye&pe the fame defilM^ 
If from the mttfd'Hlig mother Ytape the cliiki ! 
Oh, guard his yoUth A(om fiii's iiliuriti| ir6ice ; 
From deeds of dire neceffity, not choice ! 
His grateful hand, thus never harmful kBcrmi^ 
Shall on the public welfare build hlg ewhr 

Thus Worthy ctaftft, whkh loW-boTM life dilride^ 
Give towns their oJ)iilencC) and (Courts thelt prkle. 
Sacred to pleafure StfM^Mfes rife eUte, 
To that ftill wotthy of the wife aftd greit. 
Sacred to pleftfufe then (hftll piles afcead ? 
They fhaHw^heii pleafttrt iifid ififtruaioii bl^hd^ 
Let tKMfes, ffMi PMk 6pint Mae \ 
Such th^Atiefli, as^ Athensi^ ddce wefe thitie ! 
See ! the gay Mufe^ of pointed Wit poflfeft, 
Who wakes tb^ i^lrtooua laugh, the decent jeff: 
What tbo' Ate «§dk, (he rtiocks with boiiefl aim, 
And lailgh« ^idl fft^'rite folly into fbamc. 
With llb'ral Kght tbe tragic chirm& the age ; 
In folemn-tmining robes flie fills the fiage; 
There human nature, mark'd in diff'retit Un^», 
Alive in eliai^a^i', diftindtly ihines. 
Quick paffions charige itlternate on her fate ; 
Her didtiott rtiufic, as hdr a£tion grace. 
Inftant we catch her terror-giving cares, 
Pathetic fight, aftd jwty-moving tears ; 

I 4 Inftant 
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Infiant we catch her g^'rous glow of ^ool, 
»Till one great flriking moral crowns the whole* 

Hence in warm youth, by fcenes of virtue taught^ 
Honour exalts, and love expands the thought; 
Hence pity, to peculiar grief aflignM, 
Grows wide benevolence to all mankind. 

Where various edifice the land renowns. 
There Public Spirit plans, exalts, and crowns. 
She cheers the manfion with the fpacious hall. 
Bids painting live along the ftoried wall ; 
Seated, fhe fmiling eyes th* uncloiing door. 
And much fhe welcomes all, but moft the poor ; 
She turns the pillar, or the arch (he bends, 
The choir (he lengthens, or the choir extends ; 
She rears the tow'r, whofe height the heav'ns admire . 
(She rears, (he rounds, (he points the lefs'ning fpirc ; 
At her command the college-roofs afcend ; 
For Public Spirit fUll is learning's friend.) 
Stupendous piles, which ufeful pomp compleats. 
Thus rife Religion's, and thus Learning's feats j 
There moral truth and holy fcience fpring. 
And give the fage to teach, the bard to (ing. 
Thtre fome draw health from herbs and minVal veins 
Some fearch the fyflems of the heavenly plains'; 
Some call from hiftory, paft times to view. 
And others trace old laws, and (ketch out new ; 
Thence faving rights by legiflators plann'd, 
And guardian patriots thence infpire the land. 

Now 
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Now grant, ye pow'rB, pn« great, one fond defirCy 
And, granting, bid a new Whitehall afpire ! 
Far let it lead, by well-pleas'd Thames furvey'd. 
The fwelling arch, and fiately colonnade $ 
Bid courts of juftice, fenate-chambers join, 
Till Tarious all in one proud work combine ! 

But now be all the g^n'rous Goddefs (een. 
When moil difTus'd (he &ines, and mod benign I 
Ye fons of mifeiy attra^ her view ! 
Ye fallow, hollow-ey'd, and meagre crew ! 
Such high perfection have our arts attaiii'd. 
That now few fons of toil our arts demand ? 
Then to the public, to itfelf, we fear, 
Ev'n willing induflry grows ufelefs here. 
Are we too populous at length confefs*d, 
From'confluent firangers refugM and redrefs'd ? 
Has war folong withdrawn his barbarous trsin^ 
That peace o'erftocks us with the fons of men ? 
So long has plague left pure the ambient air. 
That want mufi prey on thofe difeafe would fpare ? 
Hence beauteous wretches (beauty's foul diigrace !) 
Tho' born the pride, the iliame of human race ; 
Fair wretches hence, who nightly flreetsannay. 
Live but themfelves and others to deftroy. 
Hence robbers rife, to theft, to murder prone, 
Firft driven by want, from habit defp'rate grown ; 
Hence, for ow'd trifles, oft our jails contain 
(Torn from mankind) a miferable train ; 

Tom 
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Todn tmtA^ fai 1^ iff Mtntt*9 tenA^ielt orfiii^ 

Parental, filittli tffid <Mifliiilbiiil ftoft : 
The triddf J tirhei! an ^v*ry iWe di^fcft^ 
Hence flies t6 WlMt «Kp^j«tit frfttids fuggdfl ; 
To prop hi» qtt«fK6nM emitted tbtt'nng ^te, 
Others he fifft intofve* t6 fliate his fete ; 
Then for mdtt refuge titttft felf-cxil*d foam, 
Never t6lidpe A fKend, ot fltid a hditie. 

This Public Spirit fturf, file fees and feels 1 
Her breaft the f htob, her eye the tear reveals ; 
(The patriot thn*ehat hekti, the tear that A)W4 
For others Welfare, and fof dthefs wdes)*-« 
And what can I (ihe faid) tb cutie their grief ? 
Shall I or point Out death, 6r point relief? 
Forth (hall I lead 'em tofome happtet foil. 
To conqii#ftksd 'eM^ ftml entkh Whh fpoil ?* 
Bid 'em «OffVtsliea ttdfld, malM Nature gfo^irt. 
And fpilly itit fteMftg others bloiod, their owl^ ? 
No^ no— futb Mradd thou, Atnfbkiew, wage ! 
Go fl«rilit4^ (be fenfite wkh thy tigt t 
WhokMfkmg to dep^pivilaie is thine f 
To people^ euiltur^f atid ptote6^i bo mine S 
Then raffge fhe woiW, Dlfettv'fy !-^8traght hegcea 
O'er feas, o'erLybia's faflds, and Zcmbla'j fnotrs ^ 
He fettles where kind rays till now have fmiJ'd 
(Vain fmile I) oft fome ltt*»riant hoftfelefar wild. 
How many fons of warn mfght here enjoy 
What Nature gives for age but to deilroy ? 

Bluft), 
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Blufli, bluib, O fufi (Ihe et'm) here fAttty feeifid^ 
To rife, to fet, to roU ti)c {txkmt nntfld ! 
Shall heat'n diftil ifl dbfs^ defceiid ih ilto^ 
From earth gufh fbtrntaitos, rif ers fiow^fil tdift ? 
There Ihall the wat'ry \lvt» \n Myti^ iHf^ 
And be, td be alone cacR other's prey ? 
Unfought fhall here the teeming qusufriet own 
The varions fpeciti^ of mechanic &atte ? 
From ftru6ture this^ from fcnlpture that confine t 
Shall roclu forbid the latent gem to (Mne } 
Shall mines obedient, aid no artiils care^ 
Nor give the martial fWord and peaceful flitre ? 
Ah ! fhall they never precious ore unfold, 
To fmile in fitver, or td £ait>e in gold ? 
Shall here the vegetable world alone. 
For joys, for various virtues, reft unknown > 
While food and phyfic, plants and herbs fupply. 
Here muft they, (hoot alone to bloom and die ? 
Shall fruits, which none but brutal eyes for?ey, 
Untouch'd grow ripe, untaflcd dropaw'ay > 
Shall here th^ irrational, the favage kind, 
Lord it o'er ftores by heav'n for man defig&'d^ 
And trample what mild funs benignly raife, 
While man muft lofe the ufe, and heov'n the ptaiie f 
Shall it then be ? — Indignant here ftie rofe, 
(Indignant, yet huvhane, het* bofom gldws)>^ 
No 1 By each honoured Grecian, Roman namef 
By men for virtue deify'd by fame, 

Who 



HO OF PUBLIC SPIRIT, etc. 

Who peopled lands, who model'd infant date. 

And then bade empire be maturely great ; 

By thefe I fwear (be witnefs earth and ikies !) 

Fair Order here fliall i^m Confiiiion rife. 

Rapt, I a future colony furvey ! 

Come then, ye fons of Mis'ry ! come away ! 

Let tbofe, whofe forrows from negled^ are knovirn^ 

(Here taught, compell'd, empower'd) negled atone i 

Let thofe enjoy, who never merit woes, 

In youth th* induftrious wiih, in age repofe ! 

Allotted acres (no reluctant foil) 

Shall prompt their induilry, and pay their toil. 

Let families, long Grangers to delight. 

Whom wayward fatedifpers'd, by me unite ; 

Here live enjoying life j fee plenty, peace ; 

Their lands increafing as their fons increafe. 

As nature yet is found, in leafy glades. 

To intermix the walks with lights and (hades ; 

Or as with good and ill. in chequer'd fbife. 

Various the goddefs colours human life ; 

So, in this fertile clime, if yet are fecn 

Moon, marihes, cliffs, by turns to intervene ; 

Where cliffs, moors, marfties defolate the view, 

Where haunts the bittern, and where fcreams the 

mew; 
Where prowls the wolf, where roU'd the ferpent lics^ 
Shall folemn fanes and halls of )ufiice rife. 

And 
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And towns fliall open (all of ftrufturc fair !) 
To biight'ning profpe6ls, and to pureftair; 
Frequented ports, and vineyards^ green fucceed. 
And flocks increafing whiten all the mead* 
On fcience, fcience, arts on arts refine ; 
On thefe, from high, all heav'n ihall fmiling ikme| 
And Public Spirit here a people (how, 
Free, num'rous, pleas'd, and bufy all below. 

Learn, future natives of this promised land, 
What your forefathers ow'd my favinghand ! 
Learn, when Defpair fuch fudden blifs Ihall fee, 
Such blifs muft fhine from Oglethorpe or me ! 
Do you the neighb'ring blamdefs Indian ^d, 
Culture what he neglects, not his invade ; 
Pare not. Oh dare not, with ambitious view, 
Force or demand fubje6ilon never due. 
Let, by my fpecious name, no tyrants rife. 
And ciy, while they enflave, they civilize ! 
Know, Liberty and I are ftill the fame. 
Congenial ! — ever mingling flame with flame ! 
Why muft I Afric's fable children fee 
Vended fof flaves, tho* formM by nature free, 
The namelefs tortures cruel minds invent, 
Thofe to fubje£l, whom nature equal meant ? 
If thefe you dare (albdt unjuft fuccefs 
Empow'rs you now unpunifti'd to opprefs) 
Revolving empire you and yours may doom, 
(Rome all fubduM, yet VaodalsvanquilhM Rome,) 

Yes, 
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Yes, empire may rcvolre, gire them the day. 
And yoke may yoke, and blood may blood fepayt 

Thus (ab ! how far unequal I'd by my lay*, 
Unikill'd the be4rt to melt or mind to raife,} - 
Sublime, benevolent, diecp, fweetly -clear. 
Worthy g Tbomfon's Mwfe, a Feed*kxck's ear, 
Thus fpoke the Goddefe. Thus I faintly tejl 
In what loy'd WPrks heav'n gives her to excel. 
But whQ her foijg, that, tp her int'reil true^ 
Converfa»t lead her to a prince like you ? 
Thefe, Sir, ftlu^e you from life's middle flate. 
Rich Without gpid, apd without titles great: 
Knowledge Qf bpQks aod men exalts their thought, 
In wit accomplished, tho' in wiles untaught, 
Carelefs of wbifpers meant to wound their name, 
Nor,fneer'd nor hrib'd from virtue into fliame ; 
In letters elogaqt, ia honour bright. 
They come, they catch, and they reflefi delight^ 

Mixing with thefe a few of rank are found. 
For coi»iuil9| embaffies, and camps reAown'd* 
Vcrs'd in gay life, in boneft maxims read. 
And ever w^roi of heart, yet cool of head. 
From thefe the circling glafs gives wit to ihine, . 
The bright grow brighter, and ev'n courts refine ; 
From thefe fo gifted, candid, and upright. 
Flows knowledge, foft'ning into cafe polite. 

Happy the men, who fuch a pripce can pleafe ! 
H?ppy tic prince rcver'd by mep like thefe I 

His 
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His condefceDfions dignity difplay, 
Grave with the wife, and with the witty gay ; 
For him fine marble in the quarry lies, 
Which, in due (latues, to his fame ihall rife; 
jEver (hall Public Spirit beam his praifcj 
And the Mufe fwcU it in immortal lays. 
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SEVERAL OCCASIONS^ 

T O 

MR. JOHN DYER, A PAINTER, 

AnVIUXO BtM TO SXAW A CSKTAIN 

NOBLE AND ILLUSTRIOUS PERSON; 

PICTURE or THE CELEBRATED CUO. 

Jr ORGIV£ an artlefsy an officious friend. 
Weak, when I judge, but willing to commend; 
Fall'n as I am, by no kind fortune raised, 
DeprefsM, obfcur'd, unpity*d, and unprais'd ; 
Yet, whei^ theiib well-known features I perufe^ 
Some warmth awakes-— ibme embers of a Mufe. 

Ye Mufea, Graces, and ye Loves appear I 
Your Queen, your Venus, and your Clio^s here f 
In fuch pure fires her riling thoughts refine ! 
Her eyes with fuch commanding fweetnefs fhine : 
Such vivid tinctures fure thro' ether glow, 
Suin fummer clouds, or gild the watery bow : 

K 2 If 



? 



148 P O E M S O N 

If life Pygmalion's iv'ry favorite fir*d. 
Sure fome cnamour'd God this draught infpirM ! ' 
Or, if you ralhly caught Promethean flame, 
Shade the fweet theft, and mar the beauteous frame ! 
Yet if thofe cheering lights the profpe£fc fly, 
Ah ! — let no pleafing view the lofs fupply. 
Some dreary den, fome defart wafte prepare, 
Wild as my thoughts, or dark as my defpair. 

But.ftill, my friend, flill the fweet objedt ftays. 
Still ftream your colours rich with Clio's rays ! 
Sure at each kindling touch your canvafs glows I 
Sure the full form, inftind with fpirit, grows ! 
Let the dull artlft puzzling rules explore, 
Dwell on the face, and gaze the features o'er ; 
You eye the foul— there genuine nature find, 
You, thro' the meaning mufcles, ftrike the mind. 

Nor can one view fuch boundlefs pow'r confine, 
All Nature opens to an art like thine ! 
Now rural fcenes in fimple grandeur rife ! 
Vales, hills, lawns, lakes, and vineyards feaft our eyes, 
Now halcyon Peace a fmiling afpe«5l wears ! 
Now the red fcene with war and ruin glares ! 
Here Britain's fleets o'er Europe's feas prefide ! 
There long-loft cities rear their ancient pride ! 
You from the grave can half redeem the flain. 
And bid great Julius charm the world again : 
Mark out Pharfalia's, mark out Munda's fray, 
And image all the horrors of the day. 

But' 




\ 



SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 149 



%it if new glories moA our warmth excite ; 
If t&ls untry'd to noblell aims invite ; 
WcNdd you in envy'd pomp unrivall'd reign, 
Ob, fet Horatius grace the canvafs plain ! 
His form might ev'n idolatry create. 
In lineage, titles, wealth and worth elate ! 
Empires to him might virgin honours owe. 
From him arts, arms, and laws new influence know. 
For him kind funs on fruits and grains fliall (hme, 
And future gold lie rip'ning in the mine: 
For him fine marble in the quarry lies, 
Which, in due flatues, to his fame ihall rife. 
Thro* thofe bright features Caefar*s fpirit trace. 
Each conquering fweetnefs, each imperial grace, 
All that is foft or eminently great, 
In love, in war, in knowledge, or in flate. 

Thus ihall your colours, like his worth amaze ! 
Thus (hall you charm, enrich'd with Clio*s praife ! 
Clear, and more clear, your golden genius ftiines, 
While my dim lamp of life obfcure declines : 
Duird in damp fhades it waftes, unfeen, away. 
While yours, triumphant, glows one blaze of day. 
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VERSES 

' SkWT 

TO AARON HILL, ESQ. 

w I T ■ *9 n% 

TRAGEDY OF SIR THOMAS OVERBURY, 

EXPECTING HIM TO CORRECT IT. 
I. 

XXS tbt Ibult flript of mortal cky, 
Grows all dlviaely fiur. 
And bouxuUefs roves the milky way, 
And Tiews fweet proijpeds there, 

n. 

This hero, clogged with drcifly limes, 

By thee new vigour tries ; 
As thy correcting hand refines, 

Bitglht fcenes around him ri(e» 

III. 
Thy touch brings the wifli'd (tone to pafs. 

So fought, fo long foretold; 
It turns polluted lead, or brafs. 
At once to pureft gold. 

PROLOGUE 
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PROLOGUE 

8P0KBK AT THE RETIVAL OP 

S11aKESP£AR£*S K.IN6 HENRY VL 

AT t n % 

THEATRE-ROYAL I^ DRURY-LANE. 

VRIHTBD BirOKS t*B tlAY« »%♦!« A ^rVKIOVI COYT* 

X O-td^ a pscdtttt escr, j^Btitoui, lend. 
And to your great forefathers' deeds attend. 
Here cKeapty wamM, ye bleft defcendanti, Viciw 
What ills on England, Cml Difcord drew. 
To wound the heart, the martial Mufe prepares; 
While the red fcene trifilitq;iiij;fllim(^teir|^Mtl« 

Here, while a niMUtfdi^i filings we fe1al«| 
Let gen'rous grief his mui'd gtncrftur wait. 
While Second SSchanTs blodd For t^ngeante t&lls, 
Doom'd for his grandfire's guilt, poor Henry falls. 
In ciYtl jars avengiog judgment blows. 
And royal wrongs entail a people's woesn 
Henry, unversM in wiles, more |pod than gvea^ 
Drew on by meeknefs his diMrous fate. 

Thus when you fee this land by FadHon toft. 
Her nobles (lam, her laws, htt ft^om loft; 
Let this refledtton fpom Ae tidiatktMft^ 
We ne*er froai foic^ foe» vmU tutn Hmr. 
Oh) let us then inleftine di&oed ftun. 
We ne'er «ftn 1^ but by ouifblTei, t^ndetie. 
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A N I M A L C U L E. 

A T A L E. 

OCCAftlONSO ST 

HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF RUTLAND'S 

ftECBIVlNG THE SMALL^FOX BY INOCULATIOX. 
I. 

Xn Animalcules, mufe, difplay 

Spirits, of name unkaown in fong I 

Reader, a kind attention pay. 

Nor think an ufeful cunment long* 

n. 

Far lefs than mites, on mites they prey ; 

Minutefl things may fwarms contain : 
When o'er your iv'ry teeth they ftray, 

Then throb your little nerves with pain. 

III. 
Fluids, in drops, minutely fwell ; 

Thefe fubtil beings each contains ; 
In the ffnall fanguine globes they dwell. 

Roll from the heart, and trace the Teint. 

lY. Thro* 
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IV. 

Thro* ev*ry tender tube they rove. 

In finer fpirits flrike the brain ; 
Wind quick thro* cv'ry fibrous grove. 

And feek, thro^ pores, the heart agais. 

y. 

If they with purer drops dilate, 

And lodge where entity began, 
They a£tuate with a genial heat, 

And kindle into future man; 

vr. 

But when our lives are Nature's due. 

Air, feas, nor fire, their frames diflblrc ; 

They matter, thro' all forms purfue, 
And oft to genial heats revolve, 

VII. 
Thus once an Animalcule prov'd. 

When Man, a patron to the bays ; 
This patron was in Greece belov'd ; 

Yet fame was faichlefs to his praife. 

VIIL 
In Rome, this Animalcule grew 

Maecenas, whom the claflics rate ! 
Among the Gauls, it prov*d Richlleu, 

In learning, pow'r, and bounty great* 

IX. In 
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IX. 
In Britaby Halifine it tdk $ 

(By Halifax, bloamM Cnngltm^ IniStfli) 
And now it r^diminifiiM giews. 

To glide tltfo' godlike Rutknd's mm. 

X. 

A plague there is, too raanj kno^ ; 

Too feldom perfea cures befUy^ t 
The mufe may term it beauty^ fbc ] 

In phyfic, the Small-pox we call it* 

XL 
From Turks we learn this plague tVfluage, 

They, by admitting, turn its coutfe : 
Their Idfs will tame the tumor's rage ; 

By yielding, they overcome the force. 

XII. 

Thus Rutland did its touch invite. 

While, watchful in the ambient air. 

This little, guardian, fubtil fpright 
Did with the poifon in repair. 

XIII. 
Th* infe6tion from the heart it clears ; 

Th* infection, now dilated thin. 
In pearly pimples but appears, 

Ezpell'd upon the furface Ikin. 

XIV. And 
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XIV. 
And now, it mouldering, waftes away : 

'Ti8 ^gKkt l-KkKMn*d to cBtttm no mosti 
Our Animalcule keeps its flay. 

And moft new lah^itetks tx^UM. 

XV. 
And novr the Noble*s thoughts are feen, 

Unmai|^'dy it views his heart's defiict ! 
It now rei^ w^bat it has been. 

And rapt*«cras, at his change admiicst 

XVi. 
Its priftmevlrtuesy kept, comlnnet 

To be i^ain 4n Rutland known ; 
But they, immers'd, no Umfgu Mn^ 

Nof e^ual, nor encreafe lik cmnu 



TO 



i^ P0EMS6N 

TO 

MRS. ELIZA HAYWOOD, 

ON HER NOVEL, CALLED, 

THE RASH RESOLVE, 



D< 



fOOM'D to a fete which damps the poet's flairrfe. 
A mufe, unfriended, greets thy riling name ! 
Unvcrs'd in envy*s, or in flatt'ry's phrafe, 
Greatnefs (he flics, yet merit claims her praife ; 
Nor will (he, at her withVing wreath, repine, 
But fmile, if fame and fortune cherilh thine^ 

The fciences in thy fweet genius charm, 
And, with their ftrength, thy fcx^s foftnefs arm. 
In thy full figures, painting's force we find, 
As mufic fires, thy language lifts the mind. 
Thy pow'r gives form, and touches into life 
The paifions imag'd in their bleeding ftrife : 
Contrafted ftrokes, true art and fancy ftiow. 
And lights and (hades in lively mixture flow. 
Hope attacks Fear and Reafon, Love's control, 
Jealoufy wounds, and Friendfhip heals the foul : 
Black Falfhood wears bright Gallantry's difguife. 
And the gilt cloud enchants the fair-one's eyes. 
Thy dames, in grief and frailties lovely fhine, 
And when moUt mortal half appear divine. 

If, 
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If, when fome godlike, fav*rite paffion fways. 
The willing heart too fatally obeys , 
Great minds lament what cruel cenfure blames, 
And ruin'd Virtue gen'rous pity claims. 

Eliza, ftill impaint Love*s powerful Queen ! 
Let Love, foft Love ! exalt each'fwelling fcene* 
Arm'd with keen wit, in fame's wide lifts advance ! 
Spain yields in fidlion, in politenefs, France. 
Such orient light, as the firfl poets knew, 
Flames from thy thought, and brightefts ev*ry view ! 
A ftrong, a glorious, a luxuriant fire, 
Which warms cold wii"dom into wild defire ! 
Thy Fable glows fo rich thro' ev'ry page, 
What moral's force can the fierce heat affuage ? 

And yet — but fay, if ever doom'd to prove 
The fad, the dear perplexities of love ! 
Where feeming tranfport foftens ev'ry pain, 
Where fancy 'd freedom waits the winning chain ! 
Varying from pangs to vifionary joys, 
Sweet is the fate, and charms as it deflroys ! 
Say then — if Love to fudden rage gives way. 
Will the foft paffion not refume its fway ? 
Charming and charm 'd, can Love from Love retire > 
Can a cold convent quench th' unwilling fire ? 
Precept, if human, may our thoughts refine, 
More we admire ! but cannot prove divine. 



AN 



-^ i 



tfi p o fi M s o ^r 

A N 

APOLOGY TO BRILLANTE, 

FQIi. HAVIXO 

LONG OMITTfiP WRITING IN VBRSE. 
Ilr XMlTAtXON OF A CERTAIN MIMIC OF ANACik&Oll* 

Vi AN I macchkfs charms recite ? 
Source of cyer-fpringing light ! 
Cou'd I count the vernal fiow'rs. 
Count in endlefs dme the hours ; 
Count the countlefs ftarsabove^ 
Count the captive hearts of Love ; 
Paint the torture of his fire, 
Paint the pangs thofe eyes infpire ! 
(Pleafing torture, thus to fliine, 
PurifyM by fires Kite thine \) 
Then Td fiiike the founding {{ring ! 
Then I*d thy perfection fing. 

Myflic world ! — ^Thou fomething more ! 
Wonder of the Almighty'a ftore ! 
Nature's depths we oft defcry, 
?<)ft they're piercM by learning's eye ; 
Thou, if thought on thee would gain, 
Prov'ft (like heav'n) enquiry vain. 
Charms unequall'd we purfue ! 
Charms in (hining throngs we view ! 
NuQiber'd then cou'd nature's be, 
Nature's felf were poor to thee. A N 
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AN 

EPISTLE 

TQ 

MRS. O L D F I E L D, 

OF T HB 
THEATRE-ROYAL. 

VV HILE to your charms uooqual vcrfc I nufe> 
Aw'd, I admisse, aqd tremble as I praife ; 
Heve art and Genius new refinement need,. 
Lift*ning, they gaze, and, as they gaj^e, recede ! 
Can Art, or Genius, or their powers combin*4» 
But from corporeal organs iketch the mind ? 
When ibtind embody "d can with ihape iurfnzcj^ 
The mufe may emulate your voice and cycs^ 

Mark rival arts perfedlion's point puHUe ! 
Each rivals each, but to e^cel in you ! 
The buil and medal bear the meaning fac<^ 
And the proud flatue aidds the pofiure's gnioe ! 
ImagMiit length, the bury'd heroine, known, 
Still feems to wound, to (mile, or frown in ibue I 
As art wouM art, or metal ftonc fturpafc, 
Her foyl ftrikes, gleaming, ihro* Gorinthw bluff ! 
Serene, the faim in finiling filvcr ftines, 
Aod cheruba weep in gold o*er fainted ihrioet ! 



i60 P O E M S O N. - ' 

If long-loft forms from Raphael's pencil glow, 
Wond'rous in warmth the mimic colours flow ! 
Each look, each attitude, new grace difplays; 
Your voice and motion life and muflc raife. 

Thus Cleopatra in your charms refines ; 
She lives, fhe fpeaks, with for(3b iraprov'd (he fhines ! 
tair, and more fair, you ev'ry grace tranfmit j 
Love, learning, beauty, elegance, and wit. 
Caefar, the world's unrivall'd n>after firM, 
In her imperial foul, his own admirM ! 
Philippi's victor wore her winning chain. 
And felt not empire's lofs in beauty^s gain. 
Cou'd the pale heroes your bright influence know. 
Or catch tlie Filver accents as they flow. 
Drawn from dark reft by your enchanting ftrain, 
Each (hade were lur'd«to life and love again. 

Say, fweet infpirer ! were each annal known, 
What living greatnefs fliines there not your own ! 
If the griev'd mufe by fome lov'd emprefs rofc, 
New ftrength, new grace it to your influence owes ! 
If pow'r by war diftinguifli'd height reveals. 
Your nobler pride the wounds of fortune heals ! 
Then cou'd an empire's caufe demand your care, 
The foul, that juftly thinks, wou'd greatly dare. 

Long has feign'd Venus mock'd the mufe's praife, 
You dart, divine Ophelia ! genuine rays ! 
Warm thro* thofe eyes enlivening raptures roll ! 
Sweet thro'*each ftriking feature ftreams your foul ! 

The 
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The fours bright meamngs heighten beauty's tires t 
Your looks, your thoughts, your deeds, each gno9 
iafpires !. . 
Enow then, if rankM with monarchs, here you fland^ 
What &te declines, you from the mufe demand ! 
Each grace that (hone of old in each famM fidr. 
Or may in modem dames refinement wear ; 
Whate'er jufl^ emulatiye thoughts purfue. 
Is all coniirmM, is all ador'd in you I 
If god-like bofoms pant for pow'r to blefi^ 
If 'tis a monarch's ^oiy to redrefi; 
In confcious majefiy you (bine ferene. 
In thought a heroine, and in afi a queen* 



VERSES 



\T "E "R S E S, 

OCCASIOKED BY XBADIKG 

M K. *A «. O N «'! 1. L«6 TO EM, 

IKMUZi-XtEIC 

G I JD E ,0 iN. 

%* The lines maMd tffcti ^ ' fft^tt^ft taatluaair« 

J. 

J-y£T other poets poorly fing 
Their flatt'ries to the vulgar great I 
Her airy flight let wand'ring Fancy wing, 

And rival nature's moft luxuriant ftore, 
To fwell fome raonfter*s pride who fhames a ftatc, 

Or form a wreath to crown tyrannic pow'r ! 
Thou, who informM'fl this clay with active fire ! 

Do thou, Supreme of Pow'rs ! my thoughts refine. 
And with thy pureft heat my foul infpire, 

That with Hillarius' worth my verfe may flxine ! 

As thy lov'd Gideon once fet Ifrael free, 
So he with fweer, feraphic lays 
* Redeems the ufe of captive poetry,* 

Which firft was form*d to fpeak thy glorious praife I 

. . . /3 II. Mofc» 



II. 

Mofes, with an enchanting j^ongue, 
Pharaoh's Juft oyerthpwfublimely fung ! 

When Saul and Jonatl^an in deajth^were laid. 
Surviving Davjd felt the foft*ning fire ! 

And by. the. Great Almjghty'&.tuneful aid, 
Wak*d iijito cndlpfa life his mpurnful lyre. 
Their di£f rent thoughts, met in Hillarius* fong. 
Roll in one channel more divinely flrong ! 

Withf indgr'd fi^e his verieV fpirit flies, 
* Wafted in charmf^l mufic thro' the air V 

Unftop'd by ^louds, it reaches to the ikies. 
And joins with angels', hallelujahs thfre, 
Flo\^s mix'd, aadfweetly flrikes th' Almighty's ear I 

HI. 

Rebels ijK>wU hl\iih whei^ they his Gideon ;fee. ! 
That C^deon9.l>prn to fethis country free. 

O, that fuc^ heroes in eaph age might rife, 
Bright'nifg thro', vapours like the moming<^fiar, 

Gen'rous in triumph, and in council wife ! 
Qentle in pea^ce, but terrible in war ! 

IV. 

When Gideon, Oreb» Hyram, Shimron, (hine 
Fierce in the blaze of war as they engag^ 

Great bard ! What energy, but thine, 
Cou'd reach the yafi defcription of their rage ? 

<2 L 2 Or, 
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Or, when to cruel foea betrayM, 
Sareph and Hama call for aid, 

Loil and bewilder'd in defpair. 
How piercing are the fiaplefs lover's cries ? 
What tender flrokes in melting accents rife ? 

Oh, what a mafter-piece of pity's there ? 
Nor goodly Joa(h (hews thy fweetnefs lefs, 
When, like kind heav'n, he frees *tm from diiErefs f 

V. 

Hul thou, whofe verfe, a living im^ fhines. 
In Gideon's character your own you drew ! 

At there the graceful patriot fliines, 
We in that image, bright Hillarius view I 

Let the low crowd who love unwholefome fare. 
When in thy words the breath of angels flows. 

Like grofs-fed fpirlts iick in purer air. 
Their earthy fouls by their dull tafte difclofe ! 

Thy dazzling genius Ihines too bright ! 
And they, like fpedtres, fliun the ilreatns of light. 

But while in fhades of ignorance they ilray, 

Round thee rays of knowledge play, 

^ And fliew thee glittVing in abllra£ted day/ 



} 



T» 
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TO THS mORT SONOVBABtS 

BESSY, COUNTESS OF RDCHFORD, 

PAUGHTE& OF THE LATE EARL KIVERS^ 
yrnxfi yiTH pifjLp. 



As. 



rvhen the fun wal)c8 forth in fizming gold, 
Mean plants may fmile, and humble flow'n unfold, 
The low-laid lark the diftant ether wings, 
And, as (he foars, her daring anthem fing^ ; 
So, when thy charms celeftlal views create. 
My fmiling fong fnrmouncs my gloomy fate. 
Thy angel-embryo prompts jny fowVinglays, 
Claims my fond wifh, and fires my future pndft : 
May it, if male, its grandlire'« image wear ; 
Or in its mother's charms confefs the fair; 
At the kind birth may each mild planet wait j 
Soft be the pain, but prove the blefliog greats 

Hail River? ! hallowM fhade ! defcend from reft ! 
Defcen4 and (mile, to &e thy Rochford bleil : 
Weep not the fcenes thro' which my life muft run, 
Tho' fate, fleet-footed, fcents thy languid fon. 
The bar that, dark'ning crofs'd my crefted claim. 
Yields at her charms, and brightens in their flame : 
That blood, which, honourM, in tby Rochford reign3 
Ip cold, UDwilling wand'rings trac'd my veins* 

L 3 Want's 
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Want's wmt'iy realm froze hard around my view ; 
And fcorn's keen blaf^s a cutting anguifh blew. 
To fuch lad weight it y gSthVing griefs wt're'wrbiight. 
Life feem'd not life, but when convulsM with thought ! 
Decneedbenifath a mother's frowti'to piii^, 
Madnefs were eafe, to misery form'd like mine ! 

Yet my mufe walh' thee thro* the realms of day. 
Where lambent lightnings round thy temples play. 
Sure my fierce wo'esi will, like thbfe* fifes, refine, 
Thus lofe their tbrtiirie, and thus glorious fhine ! 
And now the m'ufe heavenV milky path (urveys. 
With thee, 'twix't j/endadt wdrlds,* it WohdVihg flriys', 
Worlds which,' tlfahumbcr'd as thy virtues^ roll 
Round funs — fii*d, radiant ertiblcmsof thy (bul ! 
Hence ligHbYefrafled run t^rii* diiSantrlkTes; 
Changeful on azur^ {Jlairis'iii c^uiWiiig dyes'! 
So thy mind darted' thro' it's earthy frariie, 
A wide, a various*, and'a'gliit'ring flame. 

Now a rievv fcene enormous liiftrc brings, 
Nowferaph's (hade thee roundf vvith iilv^f wihgs; 
In angel-forms thou fee'A thy Rochford lliine ; 
In each fweet form is trac'd' ^er beauteous fine ! 
SuclT was her foul, ere this fele6led mouU 
Sprung at tliy wi(h, the fparklihg' life t* infold*! 
So amidil cherubs ftione Her fon refin'd. 
Ere infant-flelli the new'form'd foul enmrin'd ! 
So fliall a fequent race from l^ochford rife, 
The world's fair pride— Defcendunts of the fltfes. 
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TO THE SSCBLLtMT 



MIRANDA, 

CONSORT OF AARON HILL, ESQ^ 
out XiBAlttKo HiK fosms, 

Xl'ACH fofi^ning charm of Clio*s frnJl^ng^foDg,, 
Montague^s tbut, which (bines divinely Urong, 
Thefc Metfcf, witb gttccfiil eafe, fo^ foi«nf thy rhimc; 
Tender, yerehaffe^ fweef -founding, yetfublimc; 
Wifdom and wh hap^ made thy works their care, * 
Each paffidn glows^ refin*d by prtcept, there : j ' 
To fair MhSfidaV f6rm each gr^ce id kind } 
The Bftife* acid tie Virtues tune thy mind* 



L4 VERSES 
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VERSES 

TO A 

YOUNG LADY. 

X OLLY, from me, tho* now a love-fick youtli, 
Nay, tho* a poet, hear the voice of truth ! 
Polly, youVe not a beauty, yet you're ptctty ; 
So grave, yet gay ; fb filly, yet fo witty ; 
A heart of fbftneii, yet a tongue of fatlre ; 
YouVc cruelty, yetj e'en with that, good-nature ; 
Now you are free, and now rcferv'd awhile { 
Now a forcM frown betrays a willing fmile, 
Reproach'd for abfence, yet yovir fight deny'd ; 
My tongue you filence, yet my filence chide« 
How would you praife mCy ihou'd your fex defame ! 
Tet, fiiou'd they praife, grow jealous, and exclaim* 
If I defpair, with fome kind look you blefs ; 
But if I hope, at once all hope fupprefs. 
You fcorn ; yet (hou'd my paffion change or fail. 
Too late you'd whimper out a fofter tale. 
You love ; yet from your lover's wifli retire ; 
Doubt, yet difcern ; deny, and yet dcfire. 
Such, Polly, are your fcx— part truth, part fiction, 
Some thought, much whim, and all a contradi6lion, 

THE 
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THE 

GENTLEMAN. 

ADDRESS t D TO 

JOHN JOLIFFE, ESQ^, 

A, DECENT snien, a& deg^noe of dbeTs, 

Words, which, at eafe, each winmng grace expreCi ; 

A life, where lov^e, by wifdom polifli'd, Ihines, 

Where wifdom*8 felf again, by love, refines ; 

Where we to chance for friendfhip ncrer trufl. 

Nor ever dread from fudden whim difguft ; 

The fopial maimers and the heart humsme ; 

A nature ever great and never vain ; 

A wit, that no licentious pertnefs knows ; 

The fenfe, that unaiTuming candour (hows : 

Reaibn, by narrow principles uncheckM, 

Slave to no party, bigot to no fed ; 

Knowledge pf various life, of learning too; 

Thence tafte ; thence truth, which will from tafle enfue : 

Unwilling cenfuie, tho' a judgment clear ; 

A fmile indulgent, and that fmile fincere ; 

An humble, tho* an elevated mind i 

A pride, its pleafure but to ferve mankind : 

If thefe efleem and admiration raife ; 

Give true delight, and gain unflattering piaife. 

In one wifh'd view, th' accompli(h*d man we fee ; 

Tk^te graces all are thine, and thou art he* 

CHARAC- 
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CHARACTER 

OF THE 

REV. J ABIES FOST]ER. 

FROM Code* hdit-, yd eccfefiafttc iftcn, 
This paft'ral tliai'get!*' W-Bf-f, St-Bb-ng, V-*^ ; 
Attend ye ctobtemirof yout j^-i-^-^V mifld ! 
Mark Faith, mark Hope, itiatfk fefcarity, definy; 
On terms, whence no 'tSeii y6 catt drat^r. 
Pin well your faith", art^ thei^ pitononncc it faw ; 
Firft wealth, A tto&^ n^ft, fdut hope enflame ^ 
And next chifrch-pOT*^er-^a pow'r o*er conidetc'tp 

claim ; 
In modes of worrfitp right of choice deny • 
Say, to coftffetr, all meitfl^ ire' fair— add, why?' 
•Tis'charitabfe^et your pttw€r decree, 
That Perfecuirott then is^ Charity ; 
Call reafon error ; fortns', riot thingi, dlfplay, 
Let moral dodrine to abftrufc give way ; 
Sink demonftration 5 ittfik^ry preach alone ; 
3e thus Religion's fricrtd, iiid thtrs your own. 

But Poftef >^eH thi^ hofte'ft truth extends— 
Where Myfltry begins, Religion ends. 
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In him, great moddrti itiihid^l We (ee 

A prieft; froiii aV'rkesnd' ambition free'; 

One, whom no perfeoatiing fpim fires ; 

Whofe heart arid tcmgae bdnevolence iafpirBs? 

Leam'cf, tfOt ain!ibitig>; dtk^uent, yet pU<tt ; 

Meek, tho' nor timorous'; cdofdoas, tho' nor fai^s^ 

Without craft, reverend ; holy^, withbut cant ;- 

2^1ou8 for truUi, WitBbut entfaufiafl lant. 

His faith, where n6 credillityiafeen, 

Twixt iniidet and bigbt, mkiica the mean $ 

His hope, no mitre militant on earth, 

'Tifl tharbright crown whichrhear'n referrei forworthi 

A pne(b,< m charity With all mankind, 

Hi^ Aiftf *' v«¥iie, nbi! t6 feai dotifihM : 

Tru\n his daligfit ; from Rim it* flames abroad, 

From him, who fears no being, but his God : 

In him from chriflian, moral light can (hine ; 

Not mad with myfl'ry, but a foUnd divine ; 

He wins the wife and good, with reafon's lore ; 

Then fhikes their paffions with pathetic pow'r ; 

Where vice ereds her head, rebukes the page ; 

Mix'd with rebuke, perfuaiive charms engage ; 

Charms, which the unthinking m\x& to thought excite ; 

Lo ! vice lefs vicious, virtue more upright : 

Him copy. Codex, that the good and wife. 

Who fo abhor thy heart, and head defpife, 

May fee thee now, tho' late, redeem* thy name, 

And glorify what elfe is damnM to fame. 

But 
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But fhould fome churcHman, apeing wit fcverci 
The poet's furc turn'd Baptifl — fay, and fnccr ; 
Shame on that narrow mind fo often known. 
Which in one mode of faith owns worth alone. 
Sneer on, jail^ wrangle ! nought this truth repels^-v 
Virtttf is Tirtue, whercfbc'er flie dwells ; 
And fure^ where learning giv^s her light to (hine. 
Hers is all praiief-«if hers, 'tis, Fofler, thine* 
Thee hoail diifenters ; we with pride may own 
Our Tillotfoa ; and Rome her Fenelon K 

• In thia charader of tlie Rev. James FtfNr, truth gaided 
the pen of the mufe* Mr, Pope paid a tribute ta the medtft 
worth of this excellent man : little did he ittu^iiie his Rev* 
Anilotator would endeavour to convert his praife into abufe* 
The character and writings of Fofter will be admired and read* 
-^hen the works of the bitter ControTeriialift are forgottea» 

E, 



THS 
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THE 

POET'S DEPENDANCE 

O N A 

STATESMAN. 

OOME fccm to hint, and others proof wifl bring. 
That, from neglefi, my numerous hardfhips fpring. 
Seek the great man ! they cry— 'tis then decreed. 
In him if I court fortune, I fucceed. 

What friencb to fecond f who for me (hould fue, 
Have intVefts, partiat to themfelves, in view. 
They own my matchlefs fate compaffion draws ; 
They^l wifli well, lament, but drop my caufc. 

There are who afk no peniion, want no place, 
No title wiih, and would accept na grace. 
Can I entreat, they ftiould for me obtain 
The leaft, who greateft for themfelves difdain ? 
A ftatefman, knowing this, unkind, will cry, 
Thofe love him : let thofe ferve him !— why (hou'd I ? 

Say, (hall I turn where lucre p6ints my views ; 
At firft defert my friends, at length abufe ? 
But, on lefs terms, in promiie he complies :' 
Years bury years, and hopes on hopes arifc ; 
I tnift, am trufted on my fairy gain ; 
And woes on woes attend, an endlefb train* 

Be 
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Be pofts difpoft'd at will !«— I have, for thefci 
No gold to plead, no impudence to teafe. 
Allfecretfervipe from my foul. I hate; 
All dark intrigues of pleafure, or of Aate ; 
I have no pow'r, eledion-vot^s to gain ; 
No will to hackney out polemic flrain ; 
To fhape, as time ihall ferve, my verfe, pr p^fe. 
To flatter thence, nor flur a courtier's foes ; 
Nor him to daub. with pfaife,.if I prevail; 
NorihockM by him, with libels to aflail. 
Where thefe are not, what clai^n to me belqn^s ? 
Tho' mine the mufe and virtue, birth and wrongs. 
. Where lives the Qat^an, fo in honour c^^r. 
To give wheue, he has nought tO; hope, ppr ft?ar ? 
No !-T there to feek, is but to find frelh pain : 
The promife broke, renew'd, and broke agajn; 
To be, as humour deigns, rcceiv'd, refus'd ; 
By turns affronted, and by turns amus'd ; 
To lofe that ume,. which worthier thqughts r^vire; 
To lofe the health, which ibou'd ithpfe thoughts infpire ; 
To flarve on hope ; or, like camelions, fare 
Qn miniflerial fai^h, which means but air. 

But flill, \^f(drQopi][ig, I the crew dif^^^in, 
Who, or by jobs, or libels, wealth obtain* 
Ne'er let me be, thro* tl^ofe, frpm wapt exeippt ; 
In one man's favour, in the world's contempt ; 
Worfe in my own ! — thro' thofe, to pofts who rife, 
Themfelves, in fecret, muft themfelves.^efpife ; 

Vile, 
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Vile» and xnor? vile, tillth^, at length, difclaim 
Not fenfe alone of glory, but of fhame* 

What tho* I hoiurly fee jke fcnrilc her^, 
For meannefa honoured, and for guilt preifer'd ; 
See felfifli paflion, public virtue feem; 
And public virtue an enthufiafl dream ; 
gee ^vonr'd. fa^fiiood^ > inJtiDCfpce b^e^, 
Meeknefs deprefs'd, and pow'r-elated pride ; 
A fcenc-will ftew, aU-rigl*t^j?^»Tifipn4^?fte ! 
The meek exaltc4, and tb€|pp3iu4 defeased !r— 
Oh, to be. (there !— tt> tf/e?|d tj^at fricij4y A^wc, 
Wheri^ falfhQQ|(j[, pp,de,,.a;ul,fta4;ei^a^ no t^pe^l 

But tx^v^ii^-^rrcigc,^^ niy>J9rcat;l^iball ^m, 
A poet itill is a^up^s ;|fter ^ip^. 
What future i[^e would ipy ai^Jb^^^^^ PT^^^ ^ 
This were.my^wi(b, cau'd pugjit jijy.o^ipmVy favc. 
Say, when in deaxh myi^ipcfows. lie repos'd. 
That my paft life, .i)a ve^al idew di/iplos^'4 ; 
Say, I well knew,.wjl?ileiaa.itap.qbfcufc. 
Without the being b^fe,) fhj^ ^b^ing pooc ; 
Say I ha4»parts,,tQojnpdVaxe tjOtpnfpc^d; 
Yet fenfe to mean,. and. vif^ue not t\oiFe|id ; 
My heart fupplyitig.what^y,.he^d dfifticd, 
Say that, by Pppe, eftpem'd. I ^v!d and died; 
Wiipfcwritings .the beft rules .to»write ,cq^^ gjvc ; 
Whofeii/e .the naWer ftip^pe howtoiiye. 
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A N 

EPISTLE 

T O 

DAMON AND DELIA. 
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LEAR, Damon, Delia betr, ia candid lays. 
Truth without anger, without flatt'iy, praife ! 

A bookifh mind, with pedantry unfraught, 
Oft a fedate yet never gloomy thought : 
Prompt to rejoice when others pleafure fmow. 
And prompt to feel the pang for others woe ; 
To foften faults, to which a foe is prone. 
And, in a friend's perfedion, praife your own : 
A will fincere, unknown to felfifh views ; 
A heart of love, of gallantry a mu& ; 
A delicate, yet not a jealous mind ; 
A paffion ever fond, yet never blind. 
Glowing, with am'rous, yet with guiltlefi fires. 
In ever-eager, never grofs defires ; 
A modeft honour, iacred to contain 
From tattling vanity, when (miles you jgain ; 
Conftant mofl pleas'd when beauty moil you pleafe : 
Damon ! your picture's ihown in tints like thefe* 

Say, Delia, muft I chide you or commend ? 
Say, mufl I be your flatterer or your friend? 

To 
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To praife no graces in a riral fair^ 
Nor your own foibles in a Merfpare ; 
Each lorer^s billet, bantering to reveal^ 
And never known one fecret to conceal ; 
Youngi fickle^ fair, a levity inborn. 
To treat all iighing (laves with flippant fcorn | 
An eye, cxpreifive of a wand'ring mind ; 
Nor this to read, nor that to think inclin'd ; 
Or, when a book or thought from whim retards. 
Intent on fongs or novels, drefs or cards ; 
Chcnce to fele£t the party of delight. 
To kill time, thought, and fame in frolic flight; 
To flutter here, to flvirry there on wmg ; 
To talk, to teafe, to fimper, or to fing ; 
To prude it, to coquet it— him to truft, 
Whofe vain, loofe life, (hou'd caution or difguft ; 
Him todiflike, whofe modefl worth fhou'd pleafe.r- 
Say, is your pi6hire fhown in tints like thefe^ ? 
Yours^you deny it— Hear the point then tried. 
Let judgment, truth, the mufe, and lavt decide^ 
What yours !— Nay, faireft trifler, frown not fo : 
Is it ? the mufe with doubt — Love anfwers no : 
You fmile— Is't not ? Again ^e quefHon tiy !— 
Yes, judgment thinks, and truth will yes, r^ply. 



U TO 
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T O 

MISS M . . . H . . . , 

SENT WITH 

MR. POPE'S WORKS. 

0££ female vice and female folly here, 

Rallied with wit polite, or lafh fevcre : 

Let Pope prefent fuch objc6ls to our view ; 

Such are, my fair, the full reverfe of you. 

Rapt when, to Loddon's ikream * from VVindfor'sfliadc^' 

He fing/i the modefl charms of fylvan maids ; 

Dear Burford'a hills in mem'ry's eye appear, 

And Luddal's ipring f fiill murmurs in my ear : 

But when you ceafe to Wefs ray longing eyes. 

Dumb is the fpring, the joylefs profpe£t dies : 

Come then, my charmer, come ! here tranfport reigns \ 

New health, new youth infpirits all my veins. i 

Each hour let intercourfe of hearts employ, 

Thou life of lovelmefs ! thou foul of joy ! 

Love wakes the birds-rOh, hear each melting lay ! 

Love warms the world — come, charmer, come away I 

But hark ! — immortal Pope refumes the lyre ! 

Diviner airs, diviner flights, infpire : 

Hark where an angel's language tunes the line ! 

See where the thoughts and looks of angels (hine ! 

Here he pour'd all the mufic of your tongue, 

And all your looks and thoughts, unconfcious fung. 

* Alluding to the beautiful Eptfode of Loddona in Windfor 
For^ft* t A fprinc near Burford. 
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O N T H £ 

RECOVERY OF A 

LADY OF Q^U A L I T Y 

FROM THE SMALL.POX. 

l^ONG a lov'dfair had blefsM hcrconfort'a fight. 
With am'rous pridey and undiilurb'd delight ; 
mi Death grown envious, with repugnant aim, 
Fn>wn*d at their joys, and urg'd a tyrant's claim. 
He fummons each^feafe !— *the noxious crew, 
Wiithing, in dire diftorttons, flrike his view ; 
From various plagues, which various, natures know, 
Forth nifties beauty's fear*d, and fervent £oe. 
Fierce to the fair, the miffile mifchief flies, 
The fanguine flreams in raging ferments rife ! 
It drives, ignipotent, thro* evVy vein. 
Hangs on the heart, and bums around the bnun ! 
Now a chill damp the charmer's luib-e dims ! 
Sad o'er her eyes the livid languor fwims ! 
Her eyes, that with a glance could joy infpire, 
like fetting fiars, fcarce flioot a glimm'ring fire. 

Here ftands her confort, fore, with anguifii preft. 
Grief in his eye, and terror in his breafR 
The Paphian graces, fmit With anxious care. 
In filent forrow weep the waining fair. 
^ ' M 2 Eight 
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Eight fum, fucceflive, roll their fire away^ 
And eight flow nights fee their deep fhades decay. 
While thefe revolve, tho* mute each mufe appears. 
Each fpeaking eye drops eloquence in tears. 
On the ninth noon, great Phoebus, lift'ning, bends t 
On the ninth noon, each voice in pray'r afcends !-^ 
Great God of light, of fong, and phyfic's art, 
Reftore the languid fair, new foul impart ! 
Her beauty, wit, and virtue, claim thy care. 
And thy own bounty's almofl rivaled there. 
Each paused. The God affents. Would Ddlth ad- 
vance? 
PhGcbus, unfecn, arrefis the threat'riing knee ! 
Down from his orb a vivid influence flrcams, 
And quick*ning earth imbibes falubrious beams ; 
Each balmy plant, encreafe of virtue knows, 
And art, infptrM, with all her patroii glo^s* 
The charmer's opening eye, kmd hope, reveals. 
Kind hope, her confort's brcaft enlivening feels, 
Each grace revives, each mufe refumes the lyre. 
Each beauty brightens with re-lumin'd fire. 
As Health's aufpicious pow'rs, gay life difplay. 
Death, fullen atthe fight, flalks flow away. 
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THE 

friend/ 

AM 

P IS T L E 

T O 

AARON HILL, ESQ:, 



MY lovM Hill, O thou by hcav'n dcfignM 
To charm, to mend, and to adorn mankind ! 
To t^ee my hopes, fe^rs, joys, and forrows tend. 
Thou brother, father, nearer yet ! — thou friend ! 

I f worldly friendfhips of cement, divide. 
As intereils vary, or as whims preiide ; 
If leagues of luxVy borrow friendfhip's light. 
Or leagues fubverfive of all focial right ; 
O fay, my Hill, in what propitious fphere, 
Gain we the friend, pure, knowing, and fincere F 
'Tis where the worthy and the wife retire; 
There wealth may learn its ufe, may love infpire ; 
There may young worth the noblefl end obtain, 
In want may friends, in friends may knowledge gain ; 
In knowledge blifs ; for wifdom virtue finds, 
And brightens mortal to immortal minds. 
Kind then, my wrongjs, if love, like yours, fucceed ! 
For you, like virtue, are a friend indeed* 

M 3 Oft 
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Oft when you faw my youth wild error know, 
Reproof, foft-hlnted, taught the blufli to glow. 
Young and unform'd, you firfl my gpnius raisM, 
Jufl fmilM when faulty, and when moderate praisM. 
Me fhunM, me ruin'd, fuch a mother's rage ! 
You fung, till pity wept o*er evVy page. 
You callM ray lays and wrongs to early fame ; 
Yet, yet, th' obdurate mother felt no (hame. 
PiercM as I was ! your counfel foftenM care. 
To eafe turn*d anguifh, and to hope defpair. 
The man who never wound affli6Hve feels,. 
He never felt the balmy worth that heals. 
Welcome the wound, when bleft with fuch relief! 
For deep is felt the friend, when felt in grief. 

From you fliall never, but with life, remove 
Afpiring genius, condefcending love. 
When fomc» with cold, fuperior looks, redrefs,' 
Relief feems infult, and confirms diilrefs : 
You, when you view the man with wrongs beficg'd, 
While warm you ad th* obliger, feem th* oblig'd. 

All -winning mild to each of lowly ftate : 
To equals free, unfcrvile to the great ; 
Grcatnefs you hopour, when by worth acquired j 
^Wprth is by worth in ev'ry rank admir'd. 
Greatnefs you fcorij, when titles infult fpeak ; 
Proud to vain pride, to honour'd meeknefs meek. 
That worthl^fs blifs, which others court, you fly; 
That worthy woe, they (hun, attradb your eye. 

But 
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But ihaii the mufe refound alone your praife ? 
No-->Iet the public friend exalt her lays ! 
O trace' that firieod with me!'— he's youra!— he's 

mme !-^ 
The ivorld's !— beneficent behold him {hine ! 

Is wealth his fphere ? If riches, like a tide, 
From either India pour their golden pride ; 
Rich in good works» him other wants employ ; 
He gives the widow's heart to fing fer joy* 
To orphans, prifoq^iv, ihall his bounty flow ; 
The weeping family of want and woe« 

Is knowledge his ? Benevolently £^t. 
In leifure adive, and in care fedate ; 
What aid, his Uttle wealth, perchance, denies, 
I^ ea^h hard inflance, his advice fupplies. 
With modefl truth he fets the wand'ring right. 
And gives religion pure, primeval light ; 
In hve diffufive, as in light r^fin'd. 
The lib'ral emblem of his Maker's mind. 

Is pow'r his orb ? He then, like pow'r divine, 
On all, tho' with a varied ray, will ihine. 
Ere pow'r was his, the man, he once carefs'd, 
Meets the fame faithful fmile, and mutual breail : 
But a&s his friend fome dignity of ilate ; 
His friend, unequal to th' incumbent weight ? 
Alks it a ftranger, one whom parts infpire 
With all a people's welfare would require ? 

M 4 His 



x64 POEMS ON 

His ch<n<:e admits no paufe? his g^fc will pn>T«. 

All private, wrtl abforb'd in public love. 

Hb fhields his country, when for aid ihci calls ; 

Or (hou'd (he fall, with her he greatly falls : 

But, as proud Rome, with guilty conqueft ttown'd-f 

Spread flay'ry, death, and defolation round, 

Shou'd e*er his country, for dominion's priz^^ 

Againfl the Tons of men a fa6l:ton rife, 

Glory, in hers, is in his eye difgrace ; 

The friend of truth, the friend of human mce. 

Thus to no one, no {e^, no clime confinM^ 
His boundlefs love embraces all m^dnd ; 
And all their virtues in his life are known; 
And all their joys and ibrrows are his own* 

Thefe are the lights, where (lands that friend confeii;^ 
This, this the fpirit, which informs thy breaft. 
Thro* fortune's cloud thy genuine worth can (hinc ; 
What wouldft thou not, were wealth mi greatnefiT 
thine? 
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I OW various birds in melting concert fing. 
And hail tfic beauty of the opening ipring ; 
Noiv to thy dreams the nightingale complains, 
Till the lark wakes thee with her cheerful flrains^ 
Wakes, in thy verfe and friendftiip ever kind, 
Melodious cdmfort to my jarring mind* 

Oh, could my foul thro' depths of knowledge fec^ 
Cou'd I read nature and mankind like thee, 
I ihould overcome, or bear the rocks of fate. 
And draw e*en env}' to the humbleft ftate. 
Thou canft raife honour from each ill event, 
From Ihocks gain vigour, and from want content. 

^hink not light poetry my life's chief care ! 
Themufe's manfion is, at beft, but air; 
But, if more folid works my meaning forms, 
Th' unfinifti'd llruftures fall by fortune's ftorms* 

Oft h^ve I faid we falfly thofe accufe, 
Whoft godlike fouh Jife's middle ftate refufe. 

Self-love, 

a 
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Self-love, I cryM, there fceks ignoble reft ; 

Care fleeps not calm, when millions wake unblefi ; 

Mean let me (brink, or fpread fweet fhade o'er.all. 

Low as the flirub, or as the cedar tall !— 

•Twas vain ! 'twas wild !— I fought the middle ftate. 

And found the good^ and found the truly great. 

Tho* verfe can never give my foul her aim ; 
Tho' a^on only claims fubflantial fame ; 
Tho* fate denies what my proud wants require, 
Yet grant me, heav'n, by knowledge to afpire : 
Thus to enquiry let me prompt the mind ; 
Thus clear dimm'd truth, and bid her blefs mankind ; 
From the ptercM orphan thus draw fhafts of grief^ 
Arm want with patience, and teach wealth relief! 
To ierve lov'd liberty infpire my breath ! 
Or, if my life be ufelefs, grant me death ; 
For he, who ufelefs is in life furvey*d, 
Burthens that world, his duty bids him aid* 

Say, what have honours to allure the mind. 
Which he gains moft, who leaft has fervM mankind ? 
Titles, when worn by fools I dare defpife ; 
Yet they claim honnage, when they crown the wife. 
When high diftlndion marks deferving heirs, 
Defert flill dignifies the mark it wears. 
But, who to birth alone wbu'd honours owe ? 
Honours, if true, from feeds of merit grow. 
Thofe trees, with fweeteft charms, invite our eyes. 
Which, from our own engraftment, fruitful rife. 

Still 
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Still we love beft what we with labour gain. 
As the child's dearer for the mother's pain. 

The Great I wou'd nor envy nor deride ; 
Nor ftpop to fwell a vain Superior's pride ; 
Nor view an Equal's hope with jealous eyes ; 
Nor crufh the wretch beneath, who wailing Ijesr 
My fympathizing brcall his grief can feel, 
And my eye weep the wound I cannot heal. 
Ne'er among friendfhips let me fow debate, 
Nor by another's fall advance my ftate ; 
Nor mifufe wit againft an abfent friend : 
Let me the virtues of a foe defend ! 
In wealth and want true minds preferve their weight ; . 
Meek, tho* exalted ; tho' difgrac'd elate ; 
GenVous and grateful, wrong'd or help'd, they live ; 
Grateful to ferve, and gen'rous to forgive. 

This may they learn, who clofe thy life attend ; 
Which, dear in mcm'ry, ftill inilruds thy friend. 
Tho' cruel diflance bars my groflcr eye. 
My foul, clear-fighted, draws thy virtue nigh ; 
Thro* her deep woe that quick'ning comfort gleams, 
And lights up Fortitude with Friendfliip's beams. 



THE 
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TO THE LIVING OE GOSFIELD IN ESSEX. 
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HILE by mean arts, and meaner patrons rife 
t'neils, whom the learned and the good defpife; 
This fees fair Knight, in whofe tranfccndant mind, .. 
Are wifdom, purity, and truth enfhrin'd* 
A modefl merit now fhe plans to lift. 
Thy living, Gosfield, falls her inftant pft. 
Let me ((he faid) reward alone the wife. 
And make the church-revenue virtue's prize. 

She fought the man of honed, candid breaft, 
Jn faith, in works of goodnefs, full expreft ; 
Tbo* young, yet tut'ring academic youth 
To fcience moral, and religious truth. 
She fought where the difintereftcd friend. 
The fcholar, fage, and free companion blend ; 
The pleafing poet, and the deep divine, 
She fought, ihe found, and, Hart ! the pris&e was thine* 

FULVLA, 
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F U L V I A, 

A POEM, 

JL/ET Fulvia's wifdom be a flave to will. 

Her darling pafiions, fcandal and quadrille ; 

On friends and foes her tongue a fatire known. 

Her deeds a fatire on herfelf alone* 

On her poor kindred deigns £he word or look ? 

•Tis cold refpe£l, or 'tis unjuft rebuke ; 

Worfe when good-natui'd than when mofl fevcr^j 

The jeft impure then pains the modeft ear. 

How juft the fceptic ? the divine how odd ? 

What turns of wit play fmartly on her God? 

The fates, my neareft kindred, foes decree : 
Fulvia, when piquM at them, flrait pities me* 
She, like benevolence, a fmile beftows. 
Favours to me indulge her fpleen to thofe. 
The banquet ferv*d, with peercffes I (it » 
She tells my ftory, and repeats my wit. 
With mouth diftbrted, thro' a founding iiofc 
It comes, now homelinefs more homely* grows. 
With fee-faw founds and nonfenfe not my oi^n. 
She fcrews heir features, and fhe cracks her tohe^ 
How fine your Baflard ? why fo foft a ih:ain ? 
WTiat fuch a mother ? Satirize again ! - 

Oft I obje^a— but fix'd is Fulvia's will— 
Ah ! tho' unkind^ flie is my mothei fiiil ! 

The 
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The verfe nonr flows^ the manufcript (he claims* 
•Tis fam'd— The fame each curious fair enflames : 
The wild -fire runs ; from copy, copy groivs : 
The Brets, alarm'd, a fcpVate peace propofc. 
*l\i ratified — How aker'd Fulvia's look ? 
My wit's degraded, and my caufe forfook. 
Thus (he : What's poetry, but to amufe ? 
Might I advife— there are more folid views. 
With a cool air ihe adds : This tale is old : 
Were it my cafe, it (hould no more be told. 
Complaints— rhad I been worthy to advife— 
You know — But when are wits, like women, wife ? 
True, it may take, but think whatever you lift. 
All love the fatire, none the fatirifl. 

I flart, I Hare, (land fix'd, then paufe awhile ; 
Then hefitate, then ponder well, then fmile. 
Madam— a penfion loft — and wherc's amends ? 
Sir' ((he replies) indeed you'll lofe your friends.^ 
Why did I ftart ? 'twas but a change of wnd— 
Or the fame thing — the lady chang'd her mind. 
I bow, depart, defpife, difcern her all : 
Nanny reviiits, and difgrac'd I fall. 

Let Fulvia's friendfhip whirl with ev'ry whim ! 
A reed, a weather-cock, a fhade, a dream : 
No more the friendfhip fhall be now difplay'd 
By weather-cock, or reed, or dream, or ihade ; 
To Nanny fix'd unvarying fhall it tend. 
For foals, fo form/d alike, were form'd to blend. 

EPITAPH 
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E P I T A P H 

O N A 

YOUNG LADY. 

VjLOS*D are thofe eyes, that beamM feraphic fire ; 
Cold is that breaft, which gave the world defire ; 
Mute is the voice where winning foftnefs warm'd. 
Where mufic melted, and where wifdom charm'd. 
And lively wit, which decently confin'd, 
No prude e*er thought impure, no friend unkind. 
Cou'd modefl knowledge, fair untrifling youth, 
Perfuafive reafon, and endearing truth, 
Cou'd honour, fliewn in friendftiips moft refinM, 
And febfe, that fhields th' attempted virtuous mind, 
The focial temper never known to ftrife, 
The heightening graces that embellilh life ; 
Cou'd thefe have e*er the darts of death defied. 
Never, ah ! never had Melinda died ; 
Nor can fixe die— e'en now furvives her name, 
Iinmortaliz'd by friendfbip, love, and fame. 
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WRITTEN IN THE YEAR. 1734. 
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LiLD rofe the mom ; the face of nature bright 
Wore one extenfive fmile of calm and light ; 
Wide, o'er the Iand,.dia bov*ring filence reign, 
Wide o'er the blue diffuiion of the main ; 
When lo ! before me^ on the fouthern (hofe, 
Stood forth the pow'r, whom Albion's ions, adore ; 
Bleft Liberty ! whofe charge is Albion's ifle } 
Whom Reafon ^res to bloom, and Truth to fmile ; 
Gives Peace to gladdeii, fhelt'ring Law to fpread. 
Learning to lift aloft her laurel'd head. 
Rich Induftry to view, with pleafing eyes. 
Her Eeets, her cities, and her hanrefts rife* 
In curious emblems, ev'ry art^ expreft, 
Glow'd from the loom, and brighten'd on his veft. 
Science in various lights attention Won, 
Wav'd on his robe, and gUtter'd in the fun. 

My 
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My words, he cryM, my words obfervance claim : 
Refound^ ye Mufes, and receive 'cm, Fame ! 
Here was my fbtion, when, o*er ocean wide. 
The great, third William flretch'd his naval pride c 
I, with my facred infhience fwell'd his foul ; 
Th* enflav*d to ftce, th* enflaver to controul. 
In vain did wav^ difperfe, and winds detain : 
He came, he fav'd ; in his was feen my reign. 
How juft, how great, the plan his foul defigu'd. 
To humble tyrants, and fecure mankind I 
Neat Marlb'ro'in his fieps fuccefsful trod: 
This godlike plannM ; that, finilh'd like a god ! 
And while Oppreffion fled to realms unknown, 
Europe was free, and Britain glorious fhone. 

Where Naflau's race extenfive growth difplay'd, 
There Freedom ever found a (helt^ring fhade. 
Still heav'n is kind !— See, from the princely root, 
Millions to blefs, the branch aufpicious (hoot ! 
rte lives, he flourifhes, his honours fpread : 
Fair virtues blooming on his youthful head ; 
Nurfc him, ye heav'nly dews, ye funny rays, 
Into firm health, fair fame, and length of days i 
He pausM, and cafting o'er the deep his eye^ 
Where the laft billow fwells into the Iky, 
Where, in gay vifion, round th* horizon's line^ 
The moving clouds with various beauty fhine ; 
As dropping from their bofom, ting*d with gold^ 
«Shoots forth a ,fail> amufive to behold I 

N Lo! 
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Lai Vi^hUf Ut Hg^bt tkc glowbg wa^e fttuuM, 
Broad like a (lui tljie b&fk ap^ciackisg bums. 
Near, and liwre near, grtwt; Naflau foon he fpyV, 
An4 b«4.^tcouft A.xma, BrinainV etdeft pride ^ 
Thus fpoke the Genius^ as adtancM the&iW 
Hail, blooQAQg h^9 ! high-bom princefii, hail Sr 
Thy charmft thy moth^if's loyc of truth c^play) 
Her light of virtue^ and h^r b^a,«wy '$ ray ; 
Her digni4:y 3 wkj^h» Qogymg the divine^ 
Soften'df thro' cotiKleCceniiou,, learns to filing 
Greatnefs of thotlght^ virith prt^^nce for 1^ guiiidf ;^ 
Knowledge,, fronj nature and from art fupply'd j 
To nobleft obj,e£ls poiated various, way a; 
Pointed by judgraeat's clear, unerring rays. 

What m;inly virtues in her mind excel ! 
Yet on her heart what tender paflions dwell ! 
For ah- vybat pangs did Ute her peace deilrpy,^ 
To part with th^e, fo vvont to give her joy ! 
How heav'd her breaft ! ]^qw &ddpiM w^a her o^ico, ! 
All in the mother then wa& lofl; the queen. 
The fwelUng t^ear then dimm^'d her partii^g yit^r^ 
The ^niggling Ggh floppM (hort^herlaft aditvt: 
E'en now thy faj>cied perils fiU her mind ;. 
The fecret rock,, rough wave, aijd rifiag wiw} 1 
The (hoal,.i5) treacherous, near the tempting landi- 
Th* ingulfing whirlpool, and. tjie fwallpwing 6fl4;« 
Thefe fancied perils all| by day, by nighty 
In thoughts alarm her^ and in dreamy affright I 

For 
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tor thee her heirl uiiceafing love declare. 

In doubts, in hopes, in wiihes, and in pray'rs ! 

Her pray'rs are heard I— For me, 'tis thine to brave ' 

Tfaefand, the (hoal, rock, whirlpool, wind, and wave : 

Kind Safety waits^ to waft thee gently o'er, 

And Joy, to greet thee on the Belgic (hore. 

May future times, when their fond praife would tell 
How mofi their favVlte chara£lers excel ; 
How bleft ! how great ! — then may their fongs declare* 
So great ! fo bleft !-^fuch Anne and Naflau were. 
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E GRiECO RUF. 

Oyi TE VIDET BEATUS EST, 
BEATIOR Qjri TE AUDIET, 
QPI BASIAT SEMIDEUS EST, 
<^ri TE POTITUR EST DEUS. 

Buchanan. 

THE FOREGOING LINES PARAPHRASED. 
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L APPY the man, who in thy fparkling eyes, 
His amVous wiihes fees, refle6ting, play ; 
Sees little laughing Cupids, glancbg, rife. 
And, in foft-fwimming languor, die away. 

II. 

Still happier he ! to whom thy meanings roll 

In founds, which love, harmonious love, infpire ; 
On his charm'd ear (its, rapt, his lifl'ning foul, 

*Till admiration form intenfe defire. 
III. 
Half-deity is he who warm may prefs 

Thy lip, foft*fwelling to the kindling kifs ; 
And may that Tip alfentive warmth expreis, 

'Till love draw willing love to ardent blifs ! 
IV. 
Circling thy waift, and circled in thy arms. 

Who, melting on thy mutual-melting breafi. 
Entranced enjoys love's whole luxurious charms. 

Is all a God !*-is of all heav'n pofleft* 

THE 
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THE 

EMPLOYMENT OF BEAUTY. 
A POEM. 

'ADDXX88IO 

TO MRS, BRIDGET JONES, 

A T O U N G 

WIDOW LADY .OF LLANELLT, CARMARTHENSHIRE. 



o. 



"NCE Beauty, wifhing fond dcfirc to move, 
Contrived to catch the heart of wand'ring Lore* 
Come purefl atoms ! Beauty aid implores ; 
For new foft texture leave etherial ftores. 
They coSne, they crowd, they fhining hues unfold. 
Be theirs a form which Beauty^s felf (hall mould ! 
To mould my charmer's form Ihe all applyM— 
Whence Cambria boafls the birth of Nature's pride. 

She calls the Graces-^Such is Beauty's flate, 
prompt, at her call, th* obedient Graces wait. 
Firft your fair feet they ihape, and fhape to pleafe ; 
Each flands defign'd for dignity and eafe. 
Firm, on thefe curious pedeftals, depend 
Two poliih'd pillars ; which, as fair, afcend ; 

N 5 From 
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From wellwrought knees, more fair, more large they 

rife ; 
Seen by the mufe, tho' hid from mortal eyes. 
More po]i(h\i yet^ your fabric each fuihins; 
That pweft temple where perfedion reigns. 
A fmall, fweet circle forms your faultlefs waift, 
By Beauty (hap'd, to be by Love embrac'd. 
Beyond that leis'ning waiil two orbs devife, 
What fwelling charma, in fair proportion, rife ! 
Frefh-peeping there, two blufliing buds are found. 
Each like a rofe, which lilies white furround. 
There feeling fenfe, let pitying fighs infpire. 
Till pondng pky (wells co warm ikHre : 
Defire, tho* warm, is chafte ; each warmed kifs^ 
All rapture cbafle^ when Hymea bids the Wi&. 
Rounding and foft^ two taper arou defcend ; 
Two fnow-white hands, in taper fingers, end. 
Lo ! cunning Beauty, on each palm, defigns 
Love's fortune and your own, in myflic lines ; 
And lovely whitenefs, either arm contains, 
Diveriified with aJiure-wandYing veins ; 
The wand'ring veins conceal a gen'rous flood. 
The purple treafure of celeftial blood. 
Rounding and white your neck, as curious, rears 
0*er all a face, where Beauty's felf appears. 
Her foft attendants fmooth the fpotlefs (kin. 
And, fmoothly-oval, turn the fliapely chin ; 
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The (hapcly thw» Id Btfftuty'a rifing fin** * 
Shall, doubling gently^ give a dbUbli) gjttax^ 
And foon fweet-opeoiog^ ro(y lipj^difielofe 
The well-fung'fl toBth> in lily-#bf teping fowi j 
Here life is br^atb'ii, tad doridltfis aiTumes 
A breath, whoCe frcgraheft Ttes with v^mal blooiiw ; 
And two &ir checks girls mod^ify to raifb 
A beau^toUB bluih at praife, tho' jdil the pirnifti 
And nature now^ frbm each kind ray, ftippH«s 
Soft, clettumt fmiiek, and love^nrpiHng tyee; 
New Graces, to thoTe eyes^ mild ihades allow ; 
Fringe theiT fairlids^ and pencil either bfow. 
While fenfe of rifioa li^ts up orbs ib raf^e) 
May none, but pleafing objei^^s, vifit there t 
Two Utile porehes^ (whieh, ene fenfe empoirVs^ 
To draw rkh fctsnt fntm fcromatic flo^'it) 
In ftruaune neat, and de^k'd with potio^^d gtatfif 
Shall equal firft, theii h^i^ghteft bea«ty*s fyt:te* 
To fmelling fenfe. Oh, may the flow'ry year, 
Its firft, lafl:, choiceft incenfe offer here, 
Tranfparent next, two curious crefcents bound 
The two-fold entrance of infpiring found, 
And, granting a new power of fenfe to hear, 
New finer organs form each curioqs ear ; 
Form to imbibe what moft the foul can move, 
Mufic and Reafon, Poefy and Love. 
Next, on an open front, is pleafing wrought 
A penfive fweetnefs, born of patient thought : 

N 4 Abov* 
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Above your lucid ihoulders locks dtfplayM, 
Prone to de&end, (hall foften light with fhade.^ 
Ally with a namelefs air and mien unite, 
And, as you move, each movement is delight. 
Tun'd is your melting tongue, and equal mind. 
At once by knowledge heightened and refin'd. 

The Virtues next to Beauty^s nod incline ; 
For, where they lend not light, (he cannot (hine ; 
Let thefe, the temperate fenfc of tafte reveal. 
And give,. while nature fpreads the fimple meal, 
The palate pure, to reli(h health deiign*d, 
From luxury as taintlefs as your mind* 
The Virtues, Chaftity and Truth impart. 
And mould to fweet benevolence your heart. 

Thus Beauty finilh'd — ^Thus (he gains the fway. 
And Love (till follows where (he leads the way. 
From ev*iy gift of heav*n, to charm is thine ; 
To love, ;o praife^ and to adore, be mine. 



VERSES 
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V E R, S E S 

8 E N T T O 

MRS- BRIDGET JO N E S, 

WITH 

THE WANDERER, A POEMi 

ALLUDING TO AN EPISODE, 

WHERE A YOUNG MAN TURNS HERMIT FOR THK 
LOSS OF HIS WIFE OLYMFIA. 

V V HEN with delight fond Love on Beauty dwelt. 

While this the youth, and that the fair expreft. 
Faint was his joy comparM to what I felt. 
When in my angel Biddy's prefence bleft. 

Tell her, my mufe, in foft, fad, fighing breath, 
If ihe his piercing grief can pitying fee, 

Worfe than to him was his Olympiads death. 
From her each moment's abfence is to me* 



t 
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O K 

FALSE HISTORIANS: 
A S A T I R £• 

OURE of all plagues with which dull profe is curft. 
Scandals, from falfe hidofians, fpot the Worft. 
lo queft of thefe the mufe jQiall firfl advance. 
Bold, to explore the regions of romance ; 
Romance, callM Hift'ry — Lo ! at once flie Ikims 
The vifionary world of monkifli whims | 
Where fallacy, in legend€, wildly (bines. 
And vengeance glares from violated (brines ; 
Where faints perform all tricks, and ilartle tbcugiit 
With many a miracle that ne'er was wrought ; 
Saints that ne'er liv'd^ or fuch as juflice paints. 
Jugglers on fuperftition palm'd for faints* 
Here, oanoniz'd, let creed-mongers be iho^vn, 
Red-letter'd faints, and red aiTaffias known ; 
While thofe they martyr'd, fuch as angels rofe ! 
All black eriroll'd among religion's foes, 
Snatch'dby fulphureous clouds, a lye proclaims 
Numbcr'd with fiends, and plung'd in endlefs flames. 

Hift^ry, from air or deep draws many a fpright, 
Such as, from nurfe or prieil, might boysafiright ; 

2 Or 
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Or fuch asbut o'er fev'riih fluniben fljr. 
And fijE ia melaDcholy frenzy's eye* 

Now meteors make enthufiaft-wonderiibue, 
And image wild portentous wars in air ! 
Seers fall intranc'd ! fome wizard's bwlefs IkiU 
Now whirlsi now fetters nature's works at will ! 
Thus Hift'ry', by machine, mock -epic feems^ 
Not from poetic, but from monkiih dreams. 
The dev'l, who prieftand forc'rermufiobey. 
The forc'rer us'd to raife, the parfon lay. 
When Eachard wav'd his pen, the hift'ry flioirs^' 
The parfon conjur'd, and the fiend uprofe. 
A camp at diflance, and the fceue a wood, 
Hereenter'd Noll, and there old Satan flood : 
No tail his rump, his foot no hoof reveal'd ; 
Like a wife cuckold, with, his horns conceal'd : 
Not a gay ferpent glitt'ring to the eye ; 
But more than ferpent, or than harlot fly : 
For, lawyer-like, a fiend no wit can 'fcape. 
The demon ilands confeft in proper ihape ! 
• Now fpreads his parchment, now is fign'd tlie fcroU ; 
Thus Noll gains empire, and the dev'l has Noll. 

Wond'rous hiflorian ! thus account for evil, 
And thus for its fuccefs — 'tis all the devil. 
Tho' ne'er that dev'l we faw, yet one we fee, 
One of an author fure, and— thou art he. 

But duiky phantoms, mufe, no more purfue ! 
Now clearer objefls open— yet untrue. 

Awful 
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Awfal the gqumie hifiorijn's name ! 

Falfeooes — with what matcriak build they fame; 

Fabricks of lame, by dirty means made good. 

At nefb of martins are compiled of mud. 

Peace be with Curl— 4rith him I ware all ftrife, 

Who pens each felon's, and each ador's life ; 

Biography that cooks the devil's martyrs. 

And laids with lufdous rapes the cheats of Chartres* 

Materials, which belief in gazettes claim, 
Loofe-fhrung, run g^glinginto hifl'ry's name. 
Thick as Egyptian clouds of raining flies ; 
As thick as worms where man corrupting lies; 
As pefb obfcene that haunt the rum'd pile ; 
As monflers floundering in the muddy Nile ; 
Minutes, Memoin, Views and Reviews appear. 
Where flander darkens each recorded year. 
In a pafl reign is feign'd fome am'rous league ; 
Some ring or letter now reveals th' intrigue : 
Queens, with their minions, work unfeemly things. 
And boys grow dukes, when catamites to kings. 
Does a prince die ? What poifons they furmife ! 
No royal mortal fure by nature dies. 
Is a prince bom ? What birth more bafe believM ? 
Or, what's more ftrange, his mother ne*er conceived ! 
Thus flander popular, o*er truth prevails. 
And eafy minds imbibe romantic tales. 
Thus, 'flead of hiilory, fuch authors raife 
Mere crude wild novels of bad hints for plays. 

Some 
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Some ufurp names— an Engliih garreteer. 
From Minutes forg*d, is Monfieur Mcnager*. 

Some, while on good or ill fuccefs they dare. 
Give condud a complexion dark or fair : 
Others, as little to enquiry prone. 
Account for actions, tho' their fpring*s unknown* 

One ftatefman vices has, and virtues too ; 
Hence will contefted character enfue. 
View but. the black, he's fiend ; the bright but fcaa, 
He's angel : view him all — he's flill a man* 
But fuch hiftorians all accufe, acquit ; 
No virtue thefe, and thofe no vice admit ; 
For cither in a friend no fault will know, 
And neither own a virtue in a foe. 

Where hear-fay knowledge fits on public names^ 
And bold conjecture or extols or blames. 
Spring party-libels ; from whofe alhes dead, 
A monfler, mifnam'd Hifl'ry, lifts its head. 
Contending fadions croud to hear its roar ! 
But when once heard, it dies to noife no more. .. 
From thefe.no anfwer, no applaufe from thofe. 
O'er half, they iimper, and o'er half they doze. 

* The Minvtes or Moms. Mxnager ; a book cal- 
culated to viiify the adminiftration in the four laft jean of 
qoeen Anne*s reigA. The truth is, that this libel was not 
written by Monf. Menager, neither was any fuch book ever 
printed in the French tongue^ from which it is impudently faiti 
In the title-page to be tranflated. 

' So" 
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So when iafietiste^ with egregkm»pate. 

Perks up Sir . . • • . in feme deep debate ; 

He hems» kioks wife, tanei thin his kd>'nng throat. 

To prove black white, poftpone of palm the ipote : 

In fly contempt, fome, Hear him ! Hear him ! cry ; 

Some ytrnn^ ibmc fneer ; none fecond, none reply» 

But dare fuch miforeants now rutti abri»d| 
By blanket, cane, pamp, pillory, unaw'd f 
D^re they imp falffaood thu9, and plume her wings. 
From prefent cbara^rs, and recent things ? 
Yes : what untruths \ or truths in what difguife!' 
What Boyers and what Oldmizons arife I 
What fa6ts from all but them and flander fcreen'd ? 
Here meets a council, no where elfe convened ; 
Thexe, from originats, come, thidc as fpawn. 
Letters ne'er wrote, memorials never drawn; 
To fecret conPrcncc never held they yoke. 
Treaties ne'er plann'd, and fpeeches never fpoke. 
From, Oldraixon, thy brow, too well we know. 
Like fin fi'om Satan's, far and wide they go. 

In vain may St. John fefe in confcience fit ; 
In vain with truth confute, contemn with wit: 
Confute,, contemn, amid fele£ted friends ; 
There finks the juiSice, there thefiuire ends. 
Here, the' a cent'ry Scarce fuch leaves unelofe. 
Prom mould andduft the flander Acred grows* 
Now none reply where all de^ife the page ; 
But will dumb fcorn deceive no future age ? 

Then, 
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Then, (hould dull period^ cloud not feeming fa&f 
Will 00 Hue pen th* imanfwerM Be e^trad ? 
WelUfet in plan, and poliih'd into flile, 
fair and mors fair way fmiHi'd frav^ beguile ; 
By evVy language (bate W, by time recciv'dy 
In ev'ry cHnac^ hy CT'ry age beltev'd t 
How vain ta virtue truft the great their aame^ 
When fuch th^r loc fct infamy et &me i 



A CHA- 



ao8 POEMS ON 



CHARACTER. 

JL AIR Truth, in courts where Jufticefliouldprefidey 
Alike the Judge and Advocate would guide ; 
And thefe would vie each dubious point to clear. 
To flop the widow's and the orphan's tear ; 
Were all, like York, of delicate addrefs. 
Strength to dlfcem, and fweetnefs to exprefs^ 
Lcam'd, juil, polite, born ev'ry heart to gain, 
.Like Cummins mild ; like * Fortefcue humane. 
All-eloquent of truth, divinely known. 
So deep, fo clear, all Science is his own. 

Of heart impure, and impotent of head, 
InhillVy, rhet'ric, ethics, law unread | 
How far unlike fuch worthies, once a drudge. 
From flound'ring in low cafes, ro(e a Judge* 
Form'd to make pleaders laugh, his nonfenfe thunders, 
And, on low juries, breathes contagious blunders* 
His brothers bluih, becaufc no blufli he knows. 
Nor e'er f * one uncorrupted finger (hows.' 
See, drunk with pow'r, the circuit-lord ezpreft ! 
Full, in his eye, his betters fland confeft ; 
Whofe wealth, birth, virtue, from a tongue fo loofe, 
'Scape not provincial, vile buffoon abufe* 

• The honovrable William Fortefcue, Efq^ one of the ji- 
llices of his Majefty^s Court of Common Pleat. 
f When Page one uncorrupted Bnger fliows. 

D. 6f Whaktok. 
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Still to what circuit 19 affig^iM his name, 
There, fwiff before him, flies the warner— Fame. 
Conteft flops (hort, Consent yields ev*ry caufe 
To coft ; Defcy, endures *em, and withdraws. 
But how *fcape pris'ners ? To their trial chained. 
All, all fhall fland condemn'd, who (land arraigned. 
Dire guilt, which elfis would deteflation caufe, 
Prejudg'd with infult, wond'rous pity draws. 
But Ycapes e'en Innocence his harfh harangue ? 
Alas I-^e'en Innocence itfelf mufl hang; 
Muft hang to pleafe him, when of fpleea pdf&fi ; 
MuH hang ta bring forth an abortive jefl. 

Why Ev'd be not ere Star-chambers had failM, 
When fine, tax, cenfure, all but law prevailed ; 
Or law, fubfervieBt to fome murd'rous will, 
Became a precedent to murder fliU ? 
Yet e*en when patriots did for traitors bleed. 
Was e*er the jobb to fuch a (lave decreed, 
Whoie favage mind wants fophifi-art to draw, 
O'er murder'd virtue, fpecious veils of law ? 

Why, Student, when the bench your youth admits ; 
Where, tho' the worft, with the befl ranked he fits ; 
Where found opinions you attentive write, 
As once a Raymond, now a Lee to cite. 
Why paufe fon fcomful when he dins the court ? 
Note well his cruel quirks and well report. 
L.et his own words againfl himfelf point clear 
Satire more fliarp than verfe when mofl: fevere. 

O EPITAPH 
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EPITAPH 
O N M R S. J O N E S, 

CRANDMOTHSK 

TO MRS, BRIDGET JONES, 

OF LLANH.LY IN CARMARTHENSHIRE. 

JLn her, whofe rdicks mark this facred earth. 

Shone all domeftic and all focial worth : 

Firft, heay*n her hope with early offspring crown'd ; 

And thence a fecond race rofe numerous round. 

Heav*n to induihious virtue blefBng lent. 

And all was competence, and all content. 

Tho* frugal care, in Wifdom'g eye admir'd, 
Knew to preferve what induftry acquirM ; 
Yet, at her board, with decent plenty bleft. 
The joum^ing Aranger fat a welcome gueft. 
Preft on all (rdes, did trading neighbours fear 
Ruin, which hung o'er exigence feverc ? 
Farewel the friend, who fpar^d th' ai!i{lant load-^ 
A neighbour's woe or welfare was her own. 
Did piteous lazars oft attend her door ? 
She gave— farewel, the parent of the poof. 
Youth, age, and want, once chcerM, now fighing fwclf^ 
Blefs her loy'd namCi and weep a lad farewel, 

VALEN^ 
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V A L E N T I N E'S DAY. 
A POEM. 

ADDRESSED 

TO A YOUNG WIDOW LADY. 

juLdIEU, ye rocks that witncfsM once my flame, 
KeturnM my fighs, and echo'd Chloe's name ! 
Cambria, farewel !— my Chloe's charms no more 
Invite my fteps along Llanelly's ihore ; 
There no wild dens conceal voracious foes, 
The beach no fierce, amphibious moniler knows; 
No crocodile there fleih'd with prey appears. 
And o'er that bleeding prey weeps cruel tears ; 
No falfe hyena, feigning human grief. 
There murders hiAn, whofe goodnefs means relief: 
Yet tjdes, confpiring with unfaithful ground, 
Tho' difbnt feen, with treach'rous arms furround. 
There quickfands, thick as beauty's fnares, annoy. 
Look fair to tempt, and whom they tempt, dedroy. 
I watch'd thefeas, I pac*d the fands with care, 
Efcap'd, but wildly rufh'd on beauty's (hare. 
Ah !— better far, than by that fnare o'erpower'd. 
Had fands engulPd me, or had feas devoured. 

Far from that (hore, where fyren-beauty dwells,"^ 
And wraps fweet ruin in refiftlefs fpells ; 

O 2 From 
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Froxn Cumbrian pUw ; which ChlqeVIuftjcebp;^ 
Me native England yields a fafbr coaft. 
Chloc, farewcl !— Now few, with boift'rous. pride. 
Divide us, and will ever far divide : 
Yet while each plant* which vernal youth refumei, 
Feels the green blood afcend in future blooms ^ 
While littk feathcrM fengfters of the air 
In woodlands tuneful woo and fondly pair, 
Th^n?g^fe ^sHiJii^ tQ. bwnsy: vmi&. «M lyj«,, 
And willing lyovei^ t jji^i^ SreUijog^ not^ mSpiffi^ 
Sur^ on tlMS day, wheft hope sattm&^H^fi^^i 
Bright Venus fii-fi; dj4 yo^flig Adonis bl^is,, 
Her charms not brighter,, Qhlo^, i^re, diaja thine ; 
Tho^ flu(b!dhi&yo^ji;h,,Qot more bis M^arnHhtban mine,^ 
Sequefler'd far within a ntyrtle grove, 
Whofe blooming bofom courts retiring Iqv^^ 
Where a clear fua, the blue fere^e difpl^j^St 
And fhfids,, thro'' ve«nal air^ attemper'd rqya; 
Where flow*rs their aromatic, incenfe brings 
And fragr^t flouri/h in eternal fpring j 
There nyate to matp each dove, r^fponfive coos. 
While this aff^nts, as that enamQur'd.wooa. 
There rills aipufive, fend from rojck3,arou,nd> 
A folitary, pleafing, murm'riagfound ; 
Then form a limpid lake. The lake fe?:<^n«. 
Reflects thQ wonders of the blifsful fcene. 
To love the birds attune their chirping throats. 
And on each breeze immprtal mufic floats. 

There, 
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There, feated oil m rifi&g turf it feeA, 

Graceful^ ih Ido^ utt^y^ llie Ofrprkn qte^ft $ 

All fi«ih ind Mr, ill mildy as Ocean gave 

The gioddefsy rifittg fix>m the axure wave; '^ 

Diiheterd lotk« difiil celdlial dews. 

And all her titttb^, dWiftt perfumes diffur<s 

Her voice fo ditttti6>, the plumy, iv^H)*ling throtogs, 

In lifl'ning wonder Io&> fufpend their fongS. 

It founds**-* Why loiters my AdoniB ?*— cry, 

< Why loiters my Adonis ?*- rocks reply. 

* Oh, come away !***tfeey thrite, repeating, fay • 

And Echo thttjce repeats,*-** Oh, come away '/-i 

Kind tt^fiyrs waft 'em to her lover's ears j 

Who, inliaht at tV inchanting call, appears* 

Her placid eye, where fparkliag joy refines. 

Benignant, widi alluring luftre fhines. 

His locks, which in loofe ringlets, charm the view, 

Float catelefi, lucid ttom their amber huc» 

A myrtle wreath, her ttfy fingers fmme, 

Which, from her hand, his polifliM temples claim; 

His temples fair, a Creaking beauty ftains, 

As fmooth white marble fhines with azure veins* 

He kneel'd. Her fnowy hand, he trembling feiz'd, 

Juft lifted to his lip, and gently fqucezM ; 

The meaning fqueeze retumM, love caught its lore 

And enterM, at his palm, thro* ev'ry pore. 

Then fwell'd her downy breads, till then enclosM, 

Fjafi-heaving, half-conceal'd and half-expbs'd : 

O J Soft 
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Soft fhc reclines. He, as they fell and rife, 

Hangs, hoy*ring o*er 'cm, irfth enamour'd eyes. 

And, warmM, grows wanton— as he thus admir'd, 

He pry*d, he touchM, and with the touch, was iirM* 

Half-angry, yet half-pleasM, her frown beguiles 

The boy to fear ; but, at his fear, (he fmiles* 

The youth lefs timVous, and the fair lefs coy, 

Supinely am'rous they reclining toy. 

More am'rous flill his fanguine meanings fiole 

In wiflful glances, to her foft'ning foul : 

In her fair eye her foft'ning foul he reads ; 

Td freedom, freedom, boon, to boon, fucceeds* 

With confcious blu(h, th' impaflion'd charmer bums ; 

And, blufh for blulh, th' impailion'd youth returns* 

They look, they languifh, figh with pleafing pain. 

And wifh and gaze, and gaze and wifh again. 

'Twixt her white, parting bofom fteals the boy, 

Ahd more than hope preludes tumultuous joy ; 

Thro' ev'ry vein the vig'rous tranfport ran. 

Strung ev'ry nerve, and brac'd the boy to man. 

Struggling, yet yielding, half o'erpower'd, ihe pants, 

Seems to deny, and yet, denying, grants. 

Quick, like the tendrils of a curling vine, 

Fond limbs with limbs, in am'rous folds, entwine. 

Lips prefs on lips, carei&ng, and careft, 

Now eye darts flame to eye, and brcaft to breaft. 

All (he refigns, as dear defires incite. 

And rapt, he reach'd the brink of full delight. 

Her 
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Her waift comprefs'd in his exulting arms, 
He (lormsy explores, and rifles all her charms; 
Clafps in extatic blifs th' expiring fair. 
And, thrilling, melting, neftiing, riots there. 

How long the rapture lafb, how foen it fleets. 
How oft it paufes, and how oft repeats ; 
What joys t^iey both receive and both beflow. 
Virgins may guefs, but wives experienc'd know t 
From joys, like thefe, (Ah, why deny'd to me ?) 
Sprung a frefti, blooming boy, my fair, from thee. 
May he, a new Adonis, lift his crefl. 
In all the florid grace of youth confeft 1 
Firfl let him learh to lifp your lover^s name. 
And, when he reads, here annual read my flame* 
When beauty Mk fliall wake his genial flre^ 
And the flrfl ringling fenfe excite defire ; 
When the dear object, of his peace pofleft, 
Crains and ftill gains on his unguarded breafl t 
Then may he lay, as he this verfe reviews. 
So my bri^t mother charmed the poet's mufe. 
His heart thus fluttered oft 'twixt doubt and fear, 
LightenM with hope^ and fadden'd with defpair* 
Say, on fome rival did fhe fmile too kind ? 
Ah, read — what jealoufy difliti^s his mind ! 
Smil'd (he on him ? He imaged rays divine. 
And gazM and gladdened with a love like mine. 
How dwelt her praif<$ upon his raptur'd tongue ! 
Ah !— when fhe frownM, what plaintiFe notes be fang ! 
O 4 And 
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And could Ihe frown on him*— Ah, wherefore, ttU I 
On him, whofe only crime vffA loving well ? 

Thus may thy fon, his pangs with mine coisifiarc; 
Then wifli his mother had been kind as fair. 
For him may Love the myrtle wreath entwine $ 
Tho* the fad willow fuits a woe like mine ! 
Ne'er may the filial hope, like me, complain ! 
Ah ! never figh and bleed, like me, in vain ! 

When death affords that peace which love denies. 
Ah, no !— far other fcenes my fate fupplies ; 
When earth to earth my lifelefs corfe is laid. 
And o'er it hangs the yew or cyprefs Ihade ; 
When pale I flit along the dreary coaft. 
An haplefs lover's pining plaintive ghofl: j 
Here annual on this dear returning day, 
While feather'd choirs renew the melting lay ; 
May you, my fair, when you thefe drains flwUjbe, 
Juft fpare one figh, one tear to love and roe, 
Me, who, in abfence or in death, adore 
Thofe heavenly charms I mufl: behold no more. 



TO 
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TO 

JOHN POWELL, ESQ. 

BARRISTER AT LAW. 

XN me, long abfent, long with anguifli fmughtp 
In me, tbo' iileiice long has deadened thought, 
Yet mem'ry lives, and calls the mufe's aid, j 
To fnatch our friendfhip from oblivion^s fhade* 
As foon the fun fliall ceafe the world to warm. 
As foon Llanelly's * fair that world to charm, 
As grateful fenfe of goodnefs, true like thine, 
Shall e'er defert a breafi fo warm as mine. 

When imag'd Cambria ftrikcs my memory's eye, 
(Cambria, my darling fcene !) I, fighing, cry 
Where is my Powell ? dear aflbciate !— where ? 
To him I would unbofom ev'ry care ; 
To him, who early felt, from beauty, pain 5 
Gaird in a plighted, faithlefs virgin's chain* 
At length, from her ungen'rous fetters freed, 
Again he loves ! he woos ! his hopes fucceed ! 
But the gay bridegroom, ftill by fortune croft, 
Is, inftant, in the weeping widVer loft. 
Her, his fole joy ! her from his bofom torn. 
What feeling heart, but learns, like his, to mourn ? 

* Mn, Bridget Jones* See voU II* p. 197, 101 • 

Can 
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Can nature then, fuch fudden (hocks fuftain ? 
Nature thus flruck, all reafon pleads in vain ! 
TW late, from reafon yet he draws relief. 
Dwells on her mem'ry ; but difpels his grief. 
Love, wealth and fame (ty tannic pailions all !) 
No more enflame him, and no more enthraU 
He feeks no more, in Rufus' hall, renown ; 
Nor envies Pelf the jargon of the gown ; 
But pleas'd with competence, on rural plains. 
His wifdom courts that eafe his worth obtains. 
Would private jars, which fudden rife, encreafe ? 
His candour fmiles all difcord into peace. 
To party ftorms is public weal relign'd ? 
Each fteady, patriot-virtue fleers his mind. 
Calm, on the beach, while madd'ning billows rave, 
He gains philofophy from ev'ry wave ; 
Science, from ev'ry object round, he draws ; 
From various nature and from nature*slaws. 
He lives o'er ev'ry paft hifloric age ; 
He calls forth ethics from the fabled page. 
Him evangelic truth, to thought excites ; 
And him, by turns, each claffic mufe delights. 
With wit well-naturM ; wit, that would difdain 
A pleafure rifing from another's pain ; 
Social to all, and moft of blifs pofleft, 
W^hen moft he renders all, around him, bleft : 
To unread fquires, illitcrally gay ; 
Among the learn'd, as learned full as they; 

With 
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With the polite, all, all-accomplifhM eafe. 
By nature form'd, without deceit, to pleafe* 

Thus ihines thy youth ; and thus, my friend, elatt 
In blifs as well as worth, is truly great. 
Me ftlU (bould ruthlefs fate, unjuft, ezpoie 
Beneath thofe clouds, that rain unnumberM woes-; 
Me, to fome nobler fphere, (hould fortune taife. 
To wealth confpicuous, and to laurel'd praife ; 
Unalter'd yet be love and friendfhip mine ; 
1 Hill am Cbloe*8| and I flill am thine* 



TBS 
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The 

VOLUNTEER LAUREAT. 

A ,P O EM 

ON HER 

MAJESTY'* BIHTH-DAY, lyst**^ 

No. I. 

X WICE twenty tedious moons have roli'd away. 
Since hope, kind flatterer ! tunM my penfive lay, 
Whifp'ring, that You, who rais'd me from defpair. 
Meant, by Your fmiles, to m&ke life worth my care ; 
With pitying hand an orphan's tears to ikreen, 
And o'er the motherlefs extend the queen. 
Twill be — the prophet guides the poet's ilrain ! 
Grief never touch'd a heart like Your's in vain : 
Heav'n gave You pow'r, becaufe You love to blefs. 
And pity, when You feel it, is redrefs. 

Two fathers join'd to rob my claim of one ! 
My mother too thought fit to have no fon ! 
The Senate next, whofe aid the helplefs own. 
Forgot my infant wrongs, and mine alone ! 
Yet parents pitylefs, nor peers unkind, 
Nor titles loft, nor woes myfterious joinM, 
Strip me of hope — by heav'n thus lowly laid, 
To find a Pharaoh's daughter in the Ihadc* 

You 
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You caimot Keaip uarnvv^^'d) ^"^ wtoo^ imflbfei, 
Your heart is wonws.tW Your raiad U mine i 
Kind, like the pewV wbf^ i*w You to out peay'iv 
You would not leDgthfift life to tiftvpen eani j. 
They, who aboncft fci»«tftM^beftcHir> 
Snatch but from deotb to fumSa^.t0 w«q» 
^ated by ber front wk»» my lifvl dacw, 
Wh«Bce (hottU 1 hope, if aoe from beav'n and. You ^ 
Nor dar« I gfoati^beneadi^affiliS^oaViQd, 
My queen ibjje mothcv, aad m^^^u^ef^-Godk 

The yicTiiig laufes finrmftwttpitsfuc ^ 
A Bafta(drfe»> aUft! on Aaft fids xm^ 
Did not Youff qreftexali thfi-poet^s &«, 
And >^d»t tho mufe dcoitfa^ the Quesa ia^ke,. 
While rifisg diiu Youx h^as'ftly ibul tea view, 
I learn, how angek thidris, by copymig You, 

Great Princefs ! *tis decreed— once ev'ry year 
I march uncalled your Laureat Volunteer ; 
Thus fhall your poet his low genius raife. 
And charm the world with truths too Tail for praife* 
Nor need I dwell on glories all your own, 
Since furer means to tempt your fmiles are known; 
Your poet (hall allot your Lord his part, 
Ajid paint him in his nobleft throne— your heart* 

Is there a greatnefs that adorns Him beft, 
A riling wi(h, that ripens in his breaft ? 
Has He foremeant fome diftant age to blefs, 
Difarm oppreffion, or expel diftrcfs ? 

Plant 
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Plans he fome fcheme to reconcile mankind, 
People the feas, and bufy cv'ry wind ? 
Would He by pity the deceivM reclaim. 
And fmile contending factions into fhame ? 
Wonld his example lend his laws a weight. 
And breathe his own foft morals o*er a flate ? 
The mufe ihall find it all, ihall make it feen. 
And teach the world his praife, to charm his Queen* 

Such be the annual truths my verfe imparts, 
Nor &own, fair favorite of a people's hearts ! 
Happy if plac'd, perchance, beneath your eye. 
My mufe, unpenfion'd, might her pinions try ; 
Fearlefs to fail, whiii^ you indulge her flame. 
And bid me proudly boaft Your Laureates name; 
Benobled thus by wreaths my Queen befiows, 
I lofe all memory of wrongs and wbes« 



THE 
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TREAT Princefs, 'tis decreed! oncecv'iy ycar^ 
•* I march uncallM, your Laurcat- Volunteer/* 
So fung the mufe ; nor fung the mufc in vain : 
My Queen accepts, the year renews the ftrain. 
Ere firft your influence flione with heay'nly aid. 
Each thought was terror ; for each view was (hade* 
Fortune to life each flow*ry path deny'd ; 
No fcience learnM to bloom, no lay to glide. 
Inftead of halIow*d hill, or vocal vale, 
Or ftream, fwcet-echoing to the tuneful tale; 
Damp dens confinM, or barren defarts fpread. 
Which fpe6tres haunted, and the mufes fled ; 
Ruins in penfive emblem feem'd to rife. 
And all was dark, or wild, to Fancy's eyes. 

But hark ! a gladd'ning voice all nature chears Y 
Difperfe, ye glooms ! a day of joy appears^ 
Hail, happy day I — Twas on thy glorious morn. 
The firft, the faircft of her fex was born ! 

How 
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How fmft the change ? Cold> wint'ry forrows fly $ 
Where-c'er fhc looks, delight furrounds the eye ! 
MUd flunes the fun, the woodfeods warble roitnif. 
The vales fweet echo, fweet the rocks refouod I 
In cordial air foft fragrance floats along ; 
Each fcene is verdure, and each voice is fong ! 

Shoot from yon orb divine, ye quick'ning rays ! 
Boundiefs^ like her benevdence, ye blaaae 1 
Soft emblems of her bounty,, fall ye (howers I 
And fweet afcend, and fair unfold ye flowers ! 
Ye ro(e9^ lilies, you we earlieil claim. 
In whitenefi, and in fragrance, match her fame I 
'Tis yours to fade, to fame like hers is due 
Undying fweets^and bloom for ever new*. 
Ye bloflSims, that one variadiandfcape rife. 
And fend your fcentful tribute to the ikies ; 
Difluiive like yon Royal Branches fmile, 
Grace the young year, and glad the grateful ifle ! 
Attend, ye mufes ! mark the feathered quires ! 
Thofe the fpring wakes, as you the Queen infpires. 
O, let her praife for ever fwell your fong ! 
Sweet let your facred Areams the notes prolong. 
Clear, and more clear, thro* all my lays refine ;. 
And there let heav*n and her reflefted fliine \ 

As when chill blights from vernal funs retiie, 
Chearful the vegetative world afpire, 
put forth unfolding blooms, and waving try 
Th' enlivening influence of a milder iky ; 

2 So 
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So gives her birth, (like yon approaching fpring,) 
The land to fiourifh, and the tnufe to fing. 

'I'was thus, Zenobia, on Palmyra's throne, 
Jn learnings beauty, a^d in virtue (lione ; 
Seneath her rofe, Long!nus, in thy name. 
The poet's, critick's, and the patriot*s famel 
Is there (fo high be you, great Princefs, prais*d !) 
A woe unpitied, or a worth unrais'd ? 
Art learns to foar by your fwcet influence taught ; 
In life well cheriih'd ; nor in death forgot : 
Jn death, as life, the learnM your goodnefs teUi 
Witnefs the facred buds of Richmond's cell.l 
£ages, who in unfading light wiU (hine ; 
Who grafpM at fcience, like your own, divine 1 

The mufe, who hails with fong this glorious morn, 
I^ow looks thro' days, thro* months, thro* years unborn i 
All white they rife, and in their courfe expreij ^ 
A king by kings rever'd, by fubje^ bleft^ 
A queen, where-e'er true greatneis if reads in fame ^ 
Where learning tow*rs beyond her fex's aim ; 
Where pure religion noextream can touch. 
Of faith too little, nor of zeal too much ; 
Where thefe behold, as on this blefsl^d of moms. 
What love protefts ^em,^ and what worth adorns ; 
Where-e'er diiflfufive gopdnefe foules,.a Queen 
iStill prais'd with rapture, as with wonder feen ! 

See nations round, of ev'ry wifh pofleft! 
Jifc in each eye, and joy in ev'ry brc^ ! 

P «haa 
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Shall If on what I lightly touch, ocphiift ? 
Shall I (vain thought !) attempt the fimih'd &mn i 
No!— let the poet flop unequal Uy$, 
i^d to the juil hifioruio yield your pntifOf 
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THE 

VOLUNTEER LAUREAT. 
A POEM 

OK HER 

MAJESTY^ BIRTH-DAY, 1734-5. 

Nq. IV. 

X N youth no parent nurs'd my infant fongs^ 
•Twas mine to be infpir'd alone by wrongs ; 
Wrongs, that with life their fierce attack began. 
Drank infant tears, and flill purfue the man. 
Life fcarise is tife<--Deje6doa all is mine ; 
The power, tfaat loves in lonely ihades to pine ; 
Of faded cheek, of uaelated views ; 
Whofe weakenM efts the rays of hope refuie* 
^Tis min^ ihe mean, inhuman pride to ^nd ; 
Who fhuns th^ oppre&'d, to fort^ine only kind | 
Whofe pity's iafult, and whofe coid refpe6^ 
Is keen aa icom^ ungeni'iaous as negle^ 
Void at benevolent, obli^ng grace, 
Ev'n duh^ious fiiendfiiip half averts his ^ce* 
Thqa fi*ti\i im ficknefit, thus .with vr/oes oppncft^ 
Haw fimH iche fixe awake wiiiiin my breafl ? 
How (hall the naufe her flawing pinions raifef 
flow tune hcfr voice to Carolina's pralfe ? 

. ^ P 2 From 
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From jarring thought no tuneful raptures flow ; 
Thefe with fatr 4ays» and gentle feafons glow ; 
Such give alone fweet Philomel to (ing^ 
And Philomel's the poet of the fpring. 

But foft, my foul ! fee yon celeftial light ! 
3efore whofe lambent luflre breaks the night. 
It glads me like the morning clad in dews. 
And beams reviving from the vernal mufe: 
Infpiring joyous peace, 'tis ftie ! 'tis (he ! 
A flrangcr long to mifery and me. 

Her verdant mantle gracefully declines. 
And, flow'rrcmbroider'd, ^s it varies, ftiines* 
To forip her garland, Zephir, from his wing, 
Throws the firft flow'rs and foliage of the fpringt 
Her looks how lovely ! h^lth and joy have lent 
Bloom to her cheek, and to her brow content. 
Behold, fweet-beamiP'y, her etherial eyes ! 
Soft as the Pleiads o\ ' the dewy Ikies. 
She blunts the point of care, alleviates woes. 
And pours the balm of comfort and repofe ; 
Bids the heart yield to Virtue's filent call. 
And (hews Ambition's fons mere children all ; 
Who hunt for toys which pleafe with tinfel (hinc ; 
For which they fquabble, and for which they pine. 
Oh ! hear her voicp, more mellow than the gale. 
That breath'd thro' Ihepherd's pipe, enchants the vale ! 
Hark ! (he invites from city fmoke and noife. 
Vapours impure, and from impurer joys i 

From 
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l^rom various evils, that, mt}t^ge combin*d, 

Untune^ihe body, and pollute the mind : 

From crowds, to whom no focial fakh belongs^ 

Who tread one circle of deceit and wrongs ^ 

With whom politenefs is but civil guijei 

And laws opprefs^ exerted by the vile. 

To this opposed, the mufe prefents the (cene j 

Where fylvan .pleafures ever fmile ferene ; 

Pleafurets that emulate the blefl: above, 

Health, innocence, and peace, the mufe, and love ; 

Pleafures that ravifli, while alternate wrought 

By friendly converfe, and abftraded thdught. 

Thefe footh my throbbing breaft. No lofs I moiim • 

Tho* both from riches and from grandeur torn. 

Weep I a cruel mother ? No— IVe feen, 

From heaven, a pitying, a maternal queen. 

One gave me life J but would no comfort grant 3 

She more than life refum'd by giving want. 

Would flie the being which (he gave deftroy ? 

My queen gives life, and bids me hope for joy. 

Honour and wealth I chearfully refign ; 

If competence, if learned eafe be mine ! 

If I by mental, heartfelt joys be fir'd, 

And in the vale, by all the mufe infpir'd! 

Here ceafc my plaint-*See yon enlivening fcenes ! 
Child of the fpring ! Behold the beft of Queens I 
Softnefs and beauty rofe this heav'nly morn, 
Dawn'd Wifdom, and Benevolence was bom. 

^3 Joy, 



Joy, o'er a i«opl6, ih Hfe# KfluAfi^ r^ i 
Like that which tprmg o%r rufiil natnr^ tfuttfiNw 
War to the ^c^ful pipe refighs hi4 rdaJ-, 
And breaks his MIows o& fcikt diftant ftfMt% ^ 
Domedic difcord ^tki hthiAi\x htt fldite, 
And arts, and trad^, afid pfehty gM this 2K# 
Lo ! Indafhy fufvtyi, with fdrfted ejre*. 
His due rewatd, ft plafiteovrs^hftiVeft fift ! 
Nor (taught by Ct6'iiitMei'ce) joys in th^ ^Ofle ; 
But fei^ the &^c6 ot a li^orl^ his d^ix. 
Hence thy jtift pfialfe, thou mild,, majedic liilidi^s f 
Rich river ! richer than Padtelus' fireafias 1 
Thato thoTe rcnowh'd 6F yoffe, by poet's rolVd 
0*er inteFffiingtIid peatls^^ahd fandft of gbld. 
How glorious Vhdu, when from did Oce^*s urn^ 
Loaded with India's wealth thy Waves Tettirn \ 
Alive thy banks 1 along eacli borderihg Tine, 
High cultuieblootiis, iiivHing villa's tEtm^ ; 
And while around ten thoufand beautieS glo^^ 
Thefe fffll o'er thofe redoubling liiftrc throve. 

**' Come then, (fo whifpePd tlie indulgent Miife^ 
•* Come then^ in Richmohd groves thy (brfows k)fe \ 
*' Come then, and hymn this day ! The pleafingfcehc 
•• Shews, in each view, tte geflius of thy Queen. 
" Hear Nature whilpering in the breeze her fong ! 
*^ Hear ber fweet-warbling thro* the feather'd throng f 
** Come ! with the warbling world thy notes unite, 
** And with, the vegetative fmile delight ! 

** Sure: 
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*' Sure fucli a fcene and fehg will foon reftone 
'^ Loft quiety and gire blifs unknown before ; 
** Receive it grateful, and adore^ when giTen, 
<* The goodnefs of thy parent/ Queen^ and heareti ! 

•* With me each private virtue lift* the vcace ; 
** While public fpirit bkb a land fejoice : 
«* O'er all thy Qi|een*s benevolence defcends^ 
•* And wide o*er all her vital light extends. 
** As winter foftens into fpriagi to You 
«* Blooms Fortuned feafon, thro* her fmile, tacw, 
** Still, for paft bounty 9 let new lays impart 
" The fweet effufiotis of a grateful heart ! 
** Caft thro* the telefcopc of hope your eye I 
** There goodnefs infinite, fupreme, defciy i 
«♦ From him that ray of virtue ftream'd on «arth, 
<< Which kindled Caroline's bright foul to birth. 
** Behold ! he fpreads one univeKkl fpring ! 
** Mortals, transfermM to angds, then ihail fiag; 
^* Oppreffion then Ihall ily with want and ihamc, 
« And bfcffing and txifience be the fame !" 
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MAJESrVs BIRTH-DAY, 1755-6. 

No. V. 

JL/O ! the mild fun flutes. the opening fpring. 
And gladd'ning nature calls the mufe to fing ; 
Gay chirp the birds, the bloomy fweets exhale. 
And health, and fong, and fragrance fHl the gale. 
Yet, mildeft funs, to me are pain fevere. 
And mufic's fdf is difcord to my car ! 
I, jocund fpringy uiifympathizing, fee. 
And health, that comes to all, comes not to m^« 
Dear health otace iled, what fpiritt can I find ? 
What folace meet, when fled my peace of mind ^ 
From abfent books, what ftudious hint devife ? 
From abfent friends, what aid to thought can rife ? 

A genius whifper'd in my ear — Go feek 
Some manof ftate !— The mufe your wrongs may ipeak* 
But will fueh liflen to the plaintive ftniin ? 
The happy feldom heed th* unhappy's pain. 
To wealth, to honours, wherefore was I born ? 
Why left to poverty^ rcpulfe, and fcom ? 

Why 
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Why was I formM of elegant deliresf 
Thought, which beyond a vulgar flight afpires ! 
Whyj by the proud, and wicked. crufhM to earth ? 
Better the day of death, than day of birth ! 

Thus I exdaim'd: a little cherub fmil'd : 
Hope, I am call*d (faid he), a hesiv^a-borfi child ! 
Wrongs (ure you have ; complain you juiUy may c 
But let wild forrow whirl not thought away ! 
No— truft to honour ! that you ne'er will flaio' 
From peerage-blood, which fires your filial vein. 
Truft more to Providence ! from me nc'er.fwerve ! 
Once to diftruft, is never to deferve. 
Did not this day a Caroline difclofe ? 
I promisM at her birth, and blefliDg rofe ! 
(Blefling, o'er all the letter'd world to fhine. 
In knowledge clear, beneficence divine !) 
'Tis hers, as mine, to chafe away defpair ; 
Woe undeferv'd, is her peculiar care. 
Her bright benevolence fends me to grief: 
On want (heds bounty, and on wrong relief. 

Then calm-ey'd Patience, born of angel-kind, 
OpenM a dawn of comfort on my mind. 
With her came Fortitude of godlike air I 
Thefe arm to conquer ills ; at leaft to bear : 
Arm'd thus, my Queen, whil^ wayward fktes ordain. 
My life to lengthen, but to lengthen pain ; 
Your bard, his forrows with a fmile endures ; 
Since to be wretched, is, to be made Yours, 

THE 
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MAJESTY'S BIRfH-DAY, 1736.7. 
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JL E Spirits blight, that ether rove. 

That breathe the Ttmal foul of love ; 

Bid health defcend in balmy dews. 

And life in ev'ry g;ale diffufe ; 
That gLTC theflow'rg to fliine, the biids to fing 9 
Oh, glad this natal, day, the prime of fpring ! 

The Yirgin fnow-drop firft appears 5 

Her golden head the crocus rears. 

The flow'ry^tribe, profufe and gay. 

Spread to the foft, inviting ray. 
So arts (hall bloom by Carolina*s fmile, 
So (hall her fame waft fragrance o'er the iile. 

The warblers various, fwect and dear, 

From bloomy fprap falute the year. 

Omufe, a^^e! ddcend and fing ! 

Hail the fair rival of the fpring I 
To woodland honours woodland hymns belong ; 
To Her, the pride of arts ! the tnufe*8 fong. 

Kind, 
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Kittdy as of late her clement fway. 

The feafon iheds a tepid ray. 

"fhe fiortng of Bdteoii rate nb thott ; 

The ftorms of fa6Hon ceafe to roar. 
At yemal fUns as wmt^ry tempefls tres((^i 
She, lavdy pow'r I (initts fafdon into peaces 
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THE 

VOLUNTEER LAUREAT. 

For the ift of Makch, 1737-8. 
A POEM 

SACKED TO THE MEMORY OF HEK LATK 

MAJESTY. 

RVMX-LT ADDKB8SII> TO HIV 

M A J E STY' 

No. VII. 

VJlFT tias |he mufe, pn this diftinguifli'd day, 
Tun'a to glad hkrriony the vehlal lay ; 
But, O, lamented change ! the lay mull flow 
From grateflil rapture now to grateful woe. 
She to this day who joyous luflre gave, 
Defceuds for ever to the filent grave. 
She, bom at once to charm us and to mend. 
Of Ijumai/ra^ftjepatwrn |Lnd tjheffriend. 

To be 9r fotdly or feverely kiidj 
To check the ralh or prompt the bitter mind, 
Pkrents (hall learn from Her, and thus fhall draw 
From filial love alone a filial awe. 
Who feek in av'rice wifdom*s art to fave ; 
Who often fquander, yet who never gave > 

From 
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From her thefe knew the righteous mean to find, 
And the mild virtue ftole on half mankind. 
The lavllh now caught frugal wifdom's lore ; 
Yet ftUI,. the more they fav'd, beftow'd the more. 
. Now mifers learil'd at others woes to melt, 
And faw and wonder'd at the change they felt. 
The genVous, when on Her they turnM their view. 
The gen';x)U8 e'en themfelves, more genVous grew. 
Learned the ftiun'd haunts of ihame-fac^d want to trace; 
To goodnefs, delicacy, adding grace* 
The confcious cheek 00 riiing bluih confefs'd. 
Nor dwelt one thought to pain the modefl breaf} ; 
Kind and more kind did thus her bounty (hovV, 
And knew no limit but a bounded powV. 
This truth the widow's fighs, alas ! proclaim ; 
For this the orphan's tears embalm her fame. 
The wife ,beheld her learning*s-fummit gain, 
Yet never g^ddy grow, nor ever vain : 
3ut on one fcience point a fleadfad eye, 
That fcience-fhow to live and how to die. 

Say, Memory, while to thy grateful fight 
Arife her virtues in unfading light, . 

What joys w^re ours, what forrows now remain : 
Ah ! how fublimc the blifs ! how deep the pain ! 

And, thou, bright Princefs, fcated now on high, 
Next one, the faireft daughter of the Iky, 
Whofe warm-felt love is to all beings known, 
Thy fifter Charity ! next her thy throne $ 

Sec 
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See at tby tomb the yinues weeping lie ! 
There in dumb forrow feem the aru to die* 
So were t]|« fun oVr other orbs tq blast. 
And ffvm our world like tboo, wi(bdittw hii rayi. 
No more to yifij: where be warm'd before. 
All life muft ^«a&, aad nature be no moreir 
Tet ikall the mufe a beav'nly height efiky 
Beyond the wealyieft mi^'d with mortal day ; 
beyond the loA, whiaby tho' Ihe bleeds to feet 
Tho* ne'er to be redeem'd, the Ipfi of thee ! 
Beyond e'en this, ilie b^U syith joyous lay. 
Thy better birth, thy firft true natal day ; 
A day. that ^s thee born, beyond the tomb^ 
To endleis health, to youth's eternal bloom ; 
Born to the mighty dead, the fouls fublime 
Of ev'ry famous age, and ev'^y clime ; 
To goodnels ^x'd by truth's unvarying kws, 
To blifs that knows no period, knows no paufe-w 
Save when thine eye, from yonder pure ferene. 
Sheds a foft ray on this our gloomy fcene« 

With me qpw Ubercy aod learning mourn, 
From all relief, like thy lov*d eonfort, torn ; 
]For where can prince or people hope reltef, 
When each contend to be fupreme in grief ? 
So yy'd thy virtues, that could point the way. 
So well to govern ; yet fo well obey. 

Deign one look more ! ah i fee thy eonfort dear 
Wiibing all hearts, except fiis own, to cheer, 

Lo! 
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Lo! fiill he bids thy wonted bounty floinr 
To weeping families of worth and woe. 
He ftops all tears, however faft they rife. 
Save thofe, that {till muft fall from grateful eyes^ 
And, fpite of griefs that fo uf^rp his mind. 
Still watches o'er the welfare of mankind. 

Father of thofe, whofe rights thy care defends. 
Still moft their own, when moUt their fovereign's friends; 
Then chiefly braTe» from bondage chiefly free. 
When mofi they truity when moil they copy thee ; 
Ah ! let the loweft of thy fubjeds pay 
His honeft heart-felt tributary lay ; 
In anguifh happy, if permitted here, 
One figh to vent, to drop one virtuous tear ; 
Hapjner, if pardon'd, (hould he wildly moan, 
A^i with a nioiiarch's forrow mix his own. 
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LONDON AND BRI3TOL 

DELINEATED.* 

JL wo fea-pof t cities mark Britannia's fame, 
And thefe from commerce different honours claim* 
What different honours fliall the mufes pay, 
While one infpires and one untunes the lay ? , 

Now filver Ifis bright'ning flows along. 
Echoing from Oxford (hore each claiCc fong, 
Then weds with Thame ; and thefe, O London, fee 
Swelling with naval pride, the pride of thee ! 
Wide, deep, unfulHed Thames, meand'ring glides, 
And bears thy wealth on mild majeftic tides. 
Thy fliips, with gilded palaces that vie. 
In glitf ring pomp, ftrike wo^ffring China's eye \ 
And thence returning bear, in Iplendid ftate, 
To Britain's merchants, India's caftern freight, 
India, her treafures from her weftero fhores, 
Due at thy ktt^ a willing tribute pours ; 
Thy warring navies diftant nations awe, 
Ajad bid the world obey thy righteous law* 

* The authqr preferred this title to that of LoTaooN akb 
Briitol comfaheo) which when he be^an the piece, be 
intended to yitkt to it. 

Thu« 
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Thus ftine thy manly fons of lib'ral romcl j 
Thy change deep-buiied, yet as courts refin'd ; 
Councils, like fenates, that enforce debate 
With fluent eloquence and reafon^s weight. 
Whofe patriot virtue, lawlefs pow'r controls ; 
Their Britifh, emulating Roman fouls. 
Of thefe the worthieft (till feleded Hand, 
Still lead the fenate, and ftill fave the land : * 
Social, not felfifh, here, O Learning, trace 
Thy friends, the lovers of all human race ! 

*In a dark bottom funk, O Briflol, now, 
With native malice, lift thy lowering brow ! 
Then as fome hell-born fprite, in mortal guife, 
Borrows the fhape of goodnefs and belies, 
AU fair, all fmug, to yond proud hall invite, 
To feafl all Grangers, ape an air polite ! 
Crom Cambria drain'd, or England's weflern coaft^ 
Not elegant, yet coftly banquets boaft ! 
Revere,* or feem the ftranger to revere ; 
Praife, fawn, profefs, be all things but fincerc; 
Infidious noW| our bofom-fecrets (leal, 
And thefe with fly, farcaftic fneer rcveaL 
Prefent we meet thy fneaking treacherous fmilcs ; 
The harmlefs abfent flill thy fneer reviles ; 
Such as in thee all parts fuperior find, 
The fneer that marks the fool and knave combin*d ; 
When melting pity would afford relief, 
The ruthlefs fneer that infult adds to grief. 

CL What 
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What fricndihip canft thou boaft, what honours claim ? 
To thcc each ftrangcr owes an injurM name. 

What fmile* thy fons muft in their foes excite ? 

Thy fonsy to whom all difcord is delight : 

From whom eternal mutual railing flows j 

Who in each others crimes, their own expofe : 

Thy fons^ the?" crafty, deaf to wifdom's call ; 

Defpifing all men, and defpisM by all. 

Sons, while thy cliffs a ditch-llke rirer laves. 

Rude as thy rocksy and muddy as thy waves. 

Of thoughts as narrow as of words immenfc. 

As full of turbulence as void of fenfe : 

Thee, thee, what fenatorial fouls adorn ? 

Thy natives fure would prove a fenate's fcom. 

Do ftrangcrs deign to ferve thee f what their praife? 

Their gen'rous fervices thy murmurs raife. 

What fiend malign, that o'er thy air prefidcs. 

Around from breaft to breaft inherent glides. 

And, as he glides, there fcatters, in a trice. 

The lurking feeds of ev'ry rank device ? 

Let foreign youths to thy indentures run I 

Each, each will prove, in thy adopted fon. 

Proud, pert and dull-tho* brilliant once from fchoob. 

Will fcom alllearning*s, as all virtue's rules ; 

And, tho% by nature friendly, honeft, brave, 

Turn a ily, felfi*, fimpYmg, (harping knave. 

Boaft petty-courts, where 'ftead of fluent ^afe. 

Of cited precedents and learned pleas ; 

'Stcadi 
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*Stead of fag^ CfHiofel in the du^Jiouy cauft, 
Attomies cb»t(*rifig wUd^ burlefijue the laws— 
(So fh^elefs quadoi, who dodoes xfghts invade, 
Of jargon and of pm^Qu form a Itr^. 
So cai^ngicpl>lei?, whU( from tubs they teach. 
Buffoon the GofyfA tbfiy pretend to preach.) 
Boa^ petty courts, whence rylcs new rigour draw, 
Unknown to Nature's and to Statute-law ; 
Quirks that explain all fairing lights away. 
To giye th' aftomi^ and the catchpoll prey. 
Is the^B ivhere law too rigorous may deicend, 
Or charity her {cindiy hand extend ? 
Thy court8,'that (hut when pity wou*d redreis ; 
Spontaneous open to inii^ diilrefs. 
Try mifdemeanours !— all thy wiles employ, 
Not to chaftife the offender, but deftroy ; 
Bid the large lawlefs fine his fate foretel ; 
Bid it beyond his crime and fortune fwell ; 
Cut off from fervice due to kindred blood, 
To private welfare and to public good. 
Pitied by all, but thee, he fentenc'd lies; 
Imprifon'd languifhes, imprifbn'd dies. 

0^2 . Boaft 



Boaft fwarming vcffcls, whofc plebeian ftaftf 
Owes not to merchants but mechanics freight. 
Boaft nought but pcdlar-flects^in war's alarms J 
Unknown to glory, as unknown to arms. 
Boaft thy bafo * Tolfey, and thy tum-fpk dogs. 
Thy t HiiUicrs' horfes, and thy human hogs ; 
Upftarts and rauftirooros, proud, relentkfs hearts 5 
Thou blank of fciences ! thou dearth of arts : 
Such foes as learning once was doom'd to fee ; 
Huns, Goths, and Vandals, were but types of thee. 

Proceed, great Briftol, in all-righteous ways. 
And let one Juftice heighten yet thy praife j 
Still fpare the catamite and fwinge the whore,> 
And be, whate'er Gomorrha v/9& before. 

• A place where the merchants ufcd to meet to traofaat 
their affairs before the Exchange was ercfted. See Gentleman's 
Magazine. Vol. XIII. p. 496. 

+ Halliers are the perfons who.dnvc or own the fledges, 
which sre here tffcd inAead of carts. 
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EyU, be thou my good. Satan* 
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RIGHT HONOURABLE THE 

EARL OF MIDDLESEX 

MY LORD, 



X 



HAT elegant tafte in poetry, which 
is hereditary to your Lordfhip, together 
with that particular regard with which yon 
honour the author to whom diefe papers 
relate, make me imagine this coUedion 
may not be unpleafii^ to you<i And I may 
prefume to fay, the pieces themfclves are 
not unworthy your Lordlhip's patronage, 
my own part in it excepted^ I fpeak only 
of The Author to be let, having no 
title to any other, not even the fmall ones 
out of the Journals. May I be permitted 
to declare (to the end I may feem not quite 
fo unworthy of your Lordfhip*s favour, 
as fome writers of my age and circumftan« 
Cis) that I never was concerned in any 
0^4 Journals^ 



2^B DEDICATION. 

Journals. I ever thought the exorbitant 
liberty, which moft of thofe papers take 
with their fuperiors, unjuftifiable in any 
rank of men ; but deteftable in fuch, who 
do it merely for hire, and without even 
the bad excufe of paffion and refentment. 
On the contrary, being once inclined, upon 
fome advantageous propofals, to enter into 
a paper of another kind, I immediately de- 
fifted, on finding admitted into it (though 
as the publiftier told me, purely by an 
accident) two or three lines reflefting on a 
great minifter. Were my life ever fo un- 
happy, it fhail not be ftain'd with a con- 
dud, which my birth at leaft (though 
neither my education nor good fortune) 
fliould fet me above ; much lefs with any 
ingratitude to that noble perfon, to whofe 
interceflion (next to his Majefty's goodnefs) 
I owe, in a great meafure^ that life itfelf. 



-Nee fi.miferum fortuna finonem 



Finxit, vanum etiam mendacemque improba finget. 

I believe 
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I believe your Lordihip will pardon this 
digreffion, ' or any other which keeps me 
from the ftile you fo much hate— of Dedi- 
cation. 

I will not pretend to difplay thofe rifing 
virtues in your Lordihip, which the next 
age will certainly know without my help, 
but rather relate (what elfe it will as cer- 
tainly be ignorant of) the hiftory of thcfe 
papers, and the occafion which produced 
the War of the Dunces, (for fo it has been 
commonly call'd) which begun in the Year 
J727, and ended in 1730.. 

When Dr. Swift and Mr. Pope thought 
it proper, for reafons fpecified in the pre- 
face to their mifcellanies, to publifh fome 
little pieces of theirs as had cafually got 
abroad, there was added to them the Trea- 
tife of the Bathos, or the Art of Sinking 
in Poetry. It happened, that in one chap- 
ter of this piece, the feveral fpecies of bad 
poets were ranged in claffes, to which were 
prefixed almoft all the letters of the alpha- 
bet 
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bet (the greateft part of them at ratidom) ; 
but fuch wis the number of poets eminent 
in that art, that feme one or other took 
every letter to himfelf : All fell into fo 
violent a fury, that for half a year or more, 
the common news-papers (in moftof which 
they had feme property, as being hired 
writers) were filled with the moll abufive 
falfhoods and fcurrillities they could pofE* 
bly devife, A liberty no way to be won- 
dered at in ihofe people, and in thofe pa* 
pers, that, for many years during the un- 
controled licence of the prefs, had afperfed 
almoft all the great charadiers of the nge ; 
and this with impunity, their own perfoas 
and hames being utterly fecret and obfcure. 
This gave Mr. Pope the thought, that 
he had now fome opportunity of doing 
good, by dete&ing and dragging into 
light thefe common enemies of mankind j 
feice to invalidate this univerfal iknder, it 
'fiifficed to fliew what cotitemptible men 
^ere the authors of it. He was not widi^ 

out 
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out hopes, that, hy manifeftingthedullneft 
of thofewho had only malice to recommend 
thcm^ either the bookfellers would not find 
their account in employing them, or the 
men themfelves, when difcovered, want 
courage to proceed in fo unlawful an occu- 
pation . This it w^as that gave birth to The 
Dunciad, and he thought it in happineft, 
that by the late flood of flatider on him- 
felf, he had acquired fuch a peculiar right 
over their names, as was neceffary to this 
defign. 

On the 1 2th of March, 1729, at St. 
James's, that poem was prefented to the 
KiAg and Queen, (who had before been 
pleafed to read it) by the right honourable 
Sir Robert ' Walpole : And fome days 
after, the whole impreffion was taken and 
difperfed by feveral noblemen and perfbns 
of the firft diftindtion. 

It is certainly a trueobfervation, that ne 

people are fo impatient of cenfure as thofe 

-who are the greateft flanderers ; which was 

won* 
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wonderfully exemplified on this occafion. 
On the day the book was firft vended, a 
crowd of authors befieged the Ihop ; en* 
treaties, advices, threats of law and bat- 
tery, nay cries of treafon were all employed, 
to hinder the coming out of The Dunciad : 
On the other fide, the bookfellers and 
hawkers made as great efforts to procure 
it: What could a few poor authors do 
againft fo great a majority as the public ? 
there was no flopping a torrent with a fin-^ 
ger, fo out it came* 

Many ludicrous circumftances attended 
it : The Dunces (for by this name they 
were called) held weekly clubs to confult 
of hoftilities againft the author ; one wrote 
a letter to a great minilter, aflbring him 
Mr. Pope was the greateft enemy the go- 
vernment had; and another bought his 
image in clay, to execute him in effigy ; 
with which fad fort of fatisfaftions the 
gentlemen were a little comforted. 

Some 
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Some falfe editions of the book having 
an owl in their frontifpiece, the true one, 
to diftinguiih it, fixed in its ftead an afs 
laden with authors. Then another furrep- 
titious one being printed with the fame afs, 
the new edition in o6tavo returned for di- 
ftindion to the owl again. Hence arofe a 
great conteft of bookfellers againft. book- 
fellers, and advertifements againft adver- 
tifements ; fome recommending the edition 
of the owl, and others the edition of the 
afs ; by which names they came to be di- 
ftinguilhed, to the great honour alfo of the 
gentlemen of The Dunciad. 

Your Lordfhip will not think thefe par- 
ticulars altogether unentertaining ; nor are 
they impertinent, fince they clear fome paf- 
fages in the following coUecStion. The 
whole cannot but be of fome ufe^ to Ihew 
the different fpirit with which good and 
bad authors have ever adled, as well as 
written ; and to evince a truth, a greater 
than vvhich was never advanced, that — 
Each bad author is as bad a friend. 

How- 
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^ HowpYfiT, thp impfFffjftiqn of this col- 
kf^ioii cannot but be owned^ as long as it 
w^Qts that poeifi with which you, my l^rd, 
hs^ve hofioure4 the apthop of Tlie Punciad ; 
bpt which I durft not prefume to ad|i in 
your abfcnce. As it is, naay it pleafe yovir 
Lordfhip to accept of i):, as a diftant tef- 
timony, with what refped and z^\ J ^m, 

MY LORD, 

Your moft obedient 

And devoted fervant. 



Richard Sayagep 
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PUBLISHER'S PREFACE. 

HE following piece was acci^eatally drop-* 
ped near the Mews-gate, I picked it up in my 
way from Charing-crofs to Hedge-l^ne, It was 
in a leathern cafe, which had once been red, 
but was grown black with greafe, and tied roun4 
with a fcrap of dirty t^pe. When I opeqcd the 
parcel, I found by an ingenious epigram, thac 
this tape had formerly belonged to Mrs. Hayti 
wood, (the divine Eli?a !) but whether it ha4 
bound her hair, or was part of her apron-ftripg, 
1 Ihould have been at a loft to learn, had not 
the relift been fanftified by Mr. Moore's rnufe* 
He tritely compared it to Cytherca's girdle, 
and fent it as a valuable pledge of friendfhip to 
Qur author. In this packet were feveral letters 
direfted to Mr. Ifcariot Hackney, dated from th^ 
Ship-tavern, Charing-crofs, and figned J • m • s 
M . . . Sm.th, L. Theobald, L. Welfted, Ed- 
mund Curl, John Dennis, Thomas Cooke, 
and Bezaleel Morris. Thofe of the carlicft im- 
port, that J.m.s M... Sm.th, Efq; waf 
unanimoufly chofen fpeaker of this fociety.. I 
met with many more informations of this nature; 
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but what pleafed me moft, was the performance 
of our author. I was curious to find out fo ex- 
cellent a writer, and have entered into a treaty 
with him for future memoirs, which I have en- 
gaged to give the public. 

It is with much glee that I have marked the 
herd bellowing againft TheDunciad for indelica- 
cies. Not to mention with what an ill grace 
this criticifm comes from that quarter, I fancy- 
it may eafily be proved, that the groffeft of thofe 
images arc moft fuitable to the fubjeft ; a fub- 
jefl: compofed, for the moft part, of authors, 
whofe writings are the rcfufe of wit, and who in 
life afe as the very excrement of nature ; yet 
even here, Mr. Pope Ihews himfclf a mafter. 
It is true, that he has ufed dung;, but he dif- 
poTe^ that dung in fuch a manner, that it 
becomes rich manure, from which he- raifes a 
variety of fine flowers* He deals in rags ; but 
deals with them like an artlft, who commits, 
them to a paper-mill, and brings them out ufe- 
ful Iheets. The chymift extraSs a fine cordial 
from the moft naufeous of aU dung, and Mr. 
Pope has drawn a fweet poetical fplrit from the 
moft ofFenfivc and unpoetical objefts of the 
creation-— unpoetical, though eternal writers of 
poetry. I have 
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I have alfo laughed at the clamour of the 
gentlemen of the Bathos againil: The Dunciad, 
for inlulting them on their poverty. I own that 
a man's poverty, when it proceeds not from any 
folly, but is owing (as it often happens) to his 
virtue, fets himi in an amiable light, tie be- 
comes the objeA of compaifion ; and, if he bears 
his misfortunes like a man, inftead of falling in- 
to contempt, raifes our admiratipn. But whea 
his wants arc of his own feeking, and prove the 
motive of every ill aftion (for the poverty of bad 
authors has always a bad heart for its com- 
panion), is it not a vice, and properly the fub- 
jeft of fatire ? 

Moil of thefe perfons are of a very low pa- 
rentage, and without any pretence of merit are 
afpiring to the rank of gentlemen. Thus they 
become ill ceconomifts ; poverty is the confe- 
quence of ill oeconomy, and dirty tricks the 
confequence of their poverty. Though they are 
fad writers, they might have been good me- 
chanics ; and therefore by endeavouring to ihine 
in fpheres to which they are unequal, are guilty 
of depriving the public of many that might have 
been its ufeful members. 

R Methinks 
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Methinkfi When the wodd h fe trngrateftil as 
iK>t to read thcit nmtings, they might "vcrach-. 
ikfe to follow the example of the great Sir 
Walter Raleigh (thotrgh an author tindoiibtedly 
inferior to them), ^o^ when he hestrd the Firft 
Part rf his hiftorf foccceded not, had fpirit 
enough to iM)mmit lihe jecond to the flames. 
BtttthegenAemendf the Bathos are apt, like 
bad 'hoiTes, to run f after immediately after 
fttilribling. Should lie author of the Dunciad 
declare, that thcgreat Mr, Derails (thefon of a 
fadler) lisui'bctter have been a common parilb^ 
crier, 'than a poet or critic ! Have not forty 
years, and upwards, witneflcd the truth of 'this I 
Is It not evident, that his poverty lefuhsfrom a 
mifapplicatioa of his talents f 

Had it not been an'honefter and more decent 
livelihood far Mr.^orton (Daniel de Foc^sfon 
of love, by a'ladywho vended oyflers) to have 
deiltia a fifh-markdt, than to be dealing out the 
diitefts of Billitigtgate and detraAion in the 
Flyit%, Poft 3 

Should not Dick Moricy ra&er have been 
blacking (hoes at the corners of ftrcets, (to which 
it is well known his indUJBirious, and more pru- 
dent younger brother fubmitted), thanblackcning 

reputations. 



PUBLISHER'S PREFACE, ig^ 

teputations inThe Hiftorjrof MbtherWifcbourn, 
aind Weekly Joamals ? Tiie blackening of the 
brufli from the Japan- pot is fo ufeful and omft*^ 
mental, that it is frequently called Honour ; but 
the dafh of Dick^s pen, fo often dipped in aa 
ink-ftandifh^ is dirty and detrimental, confe-* 
quently diihonour ; fo ik^t Dick and his brother 
illuftrate St. PauPs fayidg, ^ Some are made to 
^ hpnour, and fome to diihonour.* 

Had It not been more laudable in Mr. Roome, 
the fon of an undertaker, to have bortie a link, 
and a monrning-ilaff, in the long procddion of a 
funeral, than to have been frequentiyjamenting 
the burials of his miferable, fhort-lived libels ? 
Had it not been more decent in him to have 
fong pfalms, according to education, in an Ana- 
baptift Meeting, than to have been altering The 
Jovial Crew, or Merry Beggars, into a wicked 
imitation of The Beggar's Opera ? 

Mr. Thomas Codte, the translator of Hefiod, 
is the fon of a Mug^etonian-teacher, who kept 
a little obfcurc alehoufe at Braintree in EiTex, 
Though this author has no more genius for poetry 
than a fnail, nay, lefs than Mr. Ambrofe Phil- 
lips, or Mr. Welfted ; and though he would, 
confequently, have wanted fpirit enough for his 
R 7, father'^ 
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father's tapfter^ yet his enemies confefs him not 
without merit. To do the man jnftice, he 
might have made a tolerable figure as a taylor. 
It were too prefumptuous to affirm he could have 
been a mafter in any profeffion ; but^ dull as I al* 
low him, he would not have been deipicable for a 
third, or fourth-hand journeyman. Then had 
his wants been avoided ; for he would, at leaft, 
have learned '^ To cut his coat according to 
* his cloth.' 

Why would not Mr. Theobald continue an 
attorney ? Is not word-catching more ferviccable 
in fplitting a caufe, than in explaining a fine 
poet? 

When Mrs. Haywood ceafed to be a flrolling 
aftrefs, why might not the lady (though once a 
theatrical queen) have fubfifled by turning 
wafher-woman ? Has not the fall of greatnefs 
been _a frequent diflrefs in all ages ? She might 
have caught ai^^eautiful bubble as it arofe from 
the fudsof her tub, blown it in air, fecn it glit- 
ter, and then break ! Even in this low condi- 
tion, flie had played with a bubble, and what 
more is the vanity of human greatnefs ? She 
might have alfo cbnfidered the fuUicd linen grow- 
ing white in her pretty red hands, as an emblem 

• of 
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of her foul, were it well fcoured by repentance 
for the fins of her youth : but fhe rather choofes 
ftarving by writing novels of intrigue, to teach 
young heirefTes the art of running away with 
fortune-hunters, and Scandalizing peribns of the 
higheft worth and diftinftion. 

When this lady, or thefe gentlemen, arc aiked. 
Why they abufe fuch and fuch perfons ; their 
anfwer is, they are obliged to write for want of 
moneys and to abufe for want of other fubjefts. 
Is want of money an exeufe for picking a poc- 
ket? or what is worfe, taking away a man's 
good name ? Is the poverty of Moore's genius 
an exeufe for filching Pope's lines ? And appears 
not the theft in his comedy as plain, as if a 
cinder^wench fliould Ileal a gold watch, and 
afterwards wear it ? If this play was brought 
forth, becauie his circumftances were reduced, 
was he to retrieve them by committing poetical 
felonies, and afterwards being the firft to cry out 
Thief? Dcferves he not a whipping for fuch 
petty-larceny ? By a whipping, be it known, I 
only mean the poetical, wholpfome lafh of fatire. 
A Danifh colonel has lately condefcended to be 
a common centinel, and were Jemmy's heart as 
firm as his countenance^ had it not been more 
R 3 graceful 
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gracefiil in him to have carried a grenadier's cap^ 
a buff-coat, and a brown muiquet ? He is a pro- 
per figure, and of an exaft fize for his Pruffiaa 
majefty's fervicc. Then had his comedy been 
frittered into Oxford jefts ; each of his ac- 
quaintance had claimed their own, and he efca- 
pcd the hiffes and horfe-laughs of the town, for 
fpoiling and mifapplying tiiem in a damned play. 

Methinks Laurus had better been an univer- 
fity vintner, than a divine, or p^t. Would not 
bad wine have been eafier put off tiban bad 
poetry ? Had not a bunch of gtiapes flourilhed 
moiic naturaUy on. his brow, than a Fprig of 
biiys? Had he not with more propriety been 
fcen fitting aftride a b^tt, with a bottle in one 
hand, and a bumper in the otfcer, roaring out a 
riierry catch, than inounting, after the firfl: ftave, 
to thump a pulpit-culhion, and paufe at every 
half-fentence with a hiccup ? 

If poverty in thefe lights is judged not a fub- 
jeft for ridicule, I rfefer the reackr to Ifcariot 
Hackney, and after his acquaintance with that 
fpairk, I will only addrcfs myfclf in thefe few 
words to the allies of Charing-croft* Say, gen- 
tlemen, has the Dunciad lafhed your poverty ? 
A much feverer fatire on it you may find in your 
own Uves. a n 
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A U T H OR 
TO BE LET. 

GENTLEMEN, 

Ml am glftd to fiad you meddk with the 4itty vraik 
of your brother jo«riiafift9« To bq iooQ^ve is a| 
puritaonical fpirit, find wiil never A^ccced in a ffe^i* 
thinking iigc. What is g<^ itfdf (Aiys the phllo* 
fopber) but dirt } It is-d^g wt of dirty mines i and, 
as a proof It retains its nature* we come at it eafieft 
through dirty ineasa. Be aiTuied, a fcay^^gfr qi 
ivit ia a more gainful occupation, than that c^ a de- 
licate, moral writer. 

By this I mean to let you fee my ability, and ta 
proffer my fenrice. You muft know, when my mo-^ 
ther was pregnant of me, flie once dreamed ihe was 
deliyered of a monfter. Jt was obferved alfo, at thf 
time of my birth, that a weafel was heard to ihriek i 
and a bat (though at noon-day) Hew into the room, 
and fettled upon the midwife's wrift, juft as fhe re- 
ceived me. While in the cradle I was very frowaid. 
Early at fchool I difcoyered a promifing genius for 
mifcbief. I carried tales from one boy to another t^ 
(ec them a %hting, and afterwards to the mafier, to 
R 4 hare 
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hare them whipped. I had always cunning enough^ 
when I committed a fault to lay the blame upon 
another, and laughM to fee him fufier for it: A 
fure prognoflick of my future judgment in politicks ! 
I was fond of teating away the legs and wings of flies, 
of picking out the eyes of fome little bird, or laming 
fomc favourite lap-dog, merely by way of amufe- 
ment. This was only a iign, that one dme or other 
I fhould have ill-nature enough for a great Wit* Now 
I underfland, to be a great Wit, is to take a pleafurc 
in gi^ng every body psun, and to ihew no mercy to 
a reputation, which is dearer to fome fools than per« 
haps a limb or an eye. I was alfb given to pilfer 
whatever lay in my way : a proof only that I wou*d 
never fcruple being a plagiary, ihou'd I turn author. 
I was expert at almofl every thing, except learning 
my book ; but neither encouragement nor corre^on 
could bring me to any fenfe of duty. I was always 
veiy fullen after being correded ; and if my mailer 
forgave, and admonifhed me in a friendly manner, 
I all the while ridiculed the old Put (as I then called 
him) by making mouths or horns over his fhoulder. 
This (hewed I had always wit enough to laugh at the 
common notion of gratitude. I hooted at any unfor- 
tunate ill-drefsM perfoa in the flreet, if he looked 
like a gentleman, and never failed to mock the in* 
firmities of old age. When at a fermon, I was very 
full of play myfelf, and fond of interrupting the de« 

votion 
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▼otion of others ; fo that (I thank my ftars !) in hiy 
youth I had a fiifhionable contempt for religion. I 
came young into the world with little education, lefs 
money, and no vifible way of living : However, I 
qualified myfelf (though of mean birth) for a gentle- 
man of wit and humour about town. I have natu« 
rally a fournefs of temper, a droll folemnity of coun* 
tenance, and a dry manner of joking upon fuch ac- 
cidents, as fools who value themfelves upon huma- 
nity, would be apt to compaflioaate. I have alfo a 
propenfity to fneer upon all mankind, and particu- 
larly upon thofe who fancy they can oblige me. 
Thefe elegant qualities recommended me early to 
the friendfhip of Dick Morley, author of Mother 
Wifeborn. We met frequently at a little fnug ga- 
ming-houie, never yet difcovered by informing con- 
flabies. A fimilitude of drcumflances, and fympathy 
of fouls, endeared us to each other ; and to him I 
owe the improvements of my afore-mentioned facul- 
ties^ Thefe he cultivated, and many others im- 
plant^ in me of the like nature. 

We commenced authors together. At my firft fet- 
dng out I was hired by a reverend prebend to libel 
Dean Swift for infidelity. Soon after I was employed 
by Curl to write a merry tale, the wit of which was 
it obfcenity. This we agreed to palm upon the 
world for a podhumous piece of Mr. Prior. How- 
ever, a certam lady, celebrated for certain liberties, 

had 
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Iiad a curiofity to fee the r^l author. Curl, on my 
promife that if I bad a prefenty he fhould go (backs, 
fent me to her. I was -admitted while her ladyihip 
was Shifting ; aad on roy admittance, Mrs. Abigail 
was ordered to withdraw. What pafled between us, 
a point of gallantry obliges »e to conceal ; but after 
ibme eztraordtaary ciyiitties, I was difmiiled with a 
purfe of guineas, and a ctmimfliid to write a fequel 
to ny tale. Upon this I turned out fmart in dieft, 
bit Curl of his /hare, and run out moft of my mo« 
ncy in primdng my works at my own coft« But fome 
years after (}uft at the timeiof bis ftarving poor Pat* 
ttfon) the vailet was revenged. He arrefied me for 
fcveral months board, bixHight me back to my gar- 
ret, and made me drudge on in my old diny Work. 
'Twas in his fcnrice that I wrote Obfcenity and Pro* 
fiuiendb, under the xaaocs of Pope and Swift. 
Sometimes I was Mr. Joleph Gay, and at others 
Theory Buniet, or Addifon. I abridged hiAories aad 
travels, tranflated from the French what they never 
wrote, and was expert at finding out new titles for 
eld books. When a notorious thief was hanged, I 
was the Plutarch to preferve his memoiy ; and when 
a great man died, mine were bis Remams, and mine 
the acoount of his lafi will acxl tedament. Had Mr. 
Oldmixon and Mr. Curl agreed, my affiftance had 
probably been invited into Father Bohour's Logic, 
and the Critical Hi&oiy of finglaod; 

But 
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But before all this happened, a young noblemaa 
gratified me for letting fome Terfes of mine be handed 
about at court in manufcript under his name. This 
was the firii: time that I ever heard my wrttingt ge- 
aerally commended. But, alas ! how fliort^lived the 
applftufe t They unfortunately ftole into prinr, UtSt 
their reputation at oiv^e, and I am now adiamed to 
wtkc any more as a perfoa of quality, I am a 
great joker, and deal in clinches, puns, quibbles, 
gibes, conundrums, and carry»which-itt. Many a 
good time have I laChed the who&e body of clergy, 
and cracked many a fjnart jdce upon the Trinity. 
One of my books had the honour of being pcefented 
for a libel by the grand-jury, and another was 
made a burnt-ofiering by the hands of the conimon 
hangman. If an author writes a piece that has fuc- 
cefs itt his own charader^ I abufe him ; but if in a 
Mttious ohe^ I endeavour to perfonate him^ and 
vnnvt a Second part to his work. I am very deeply 
read in aU pieces of ibandai, obfcenity, and f»t>£ine- 
ricfs* particularly in the writings of Mrs. Haywood, 
Henley, Welfted, Morley, Foxtoa, Cooke, De Foe, 
Norton, Woolfton, Dennis, Ned Ward, Concanent, ' 
Joumalift Pitt, and the author of the Rival Modes, 
From thefe I propofe to compile a very grand work, 
which (hall not be inferior to Utopia Carimania, 
Gnlliverania, Art of Fk>gg^ng, Daily Joomai, fipi- 
grams on the Dunciad, or Oratory Tranfa^ons ; 
2 and| 
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and, as tbU is defigned for the ufe of young temp- 
Icrs, it is hoped they will promote my fubfcription. 
Since private vices have been proved to be public 
benefits, I would venture to call it An ufeful Body 
of Immorality, and print it in a broad, pompous 
felio ; but fuch a one as may very well be bound up 
with Dean Smedley*s intended Body of Divinity. 

By the help of indexes, and technical di^onaries, 
I work on every branch of learning. I pore often 
over the volumes of State Trads, whence I collect 
paragraphs, whicl^ I mix with remarks of my own, 
and range under feveral heads. Thofe againfl a dif- 
carded minifier I fend to the London Journal, ^r 
Concanen's Daily, or Weekly Papers. ♦ Concanen 
is a precious fellow ! I once loved him for his ingra- 
titude to Dean $>vift : I now adore him for his dull 
humour, and malevolent blundering BilUngfgate 
againft my Lord Bolingbroke. Other paragraphs more 
t^ n. virulent againft a prime minijder (for I naturally hate 

my fuperiors) are for my very good friend the Craftf- 
man. How long have I called up the fliades of Se- 
janus, Buckingham, and Wolfey, to compare them 
to one who mortifies me by laughing at the compa- 
rifon ? How long (hall I Hill prefs on one, whom I 
continually call ftate-plunderer, and wicked miniiier ? 

* In thy felonioQt hearty tho* malict lies. 
It does but touch thy Iriih pen, and dies. 

DmTDXN. 
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Perhaps till the world will maliciouflj liken me to a 
tailor*8 goofe,^ which is at once hot and heavy. 
Rather than fland out of the play, I have penned pa- 
negyricks in Mtft or Fog on Rich's pantomimes, and 
Theobald's Shakefpeare reftored. I am always lifted 
by Mr. Lun the Harlequin, to hifs the firil night at 
any of the Drury-lane performances. Somedmes I 
draw up challenges for the champions of Mr. Fi^'s 
amphitheatre, and fbmetimes for the difputants of 
Jtf r. Henley's oratory. 

I have an excellent knack at birth-day odes, elo- 
pes, acrofticks, anagrams, epithalamiums, prologues, . 
recommendatory poems> rhimes for almanack-ma- 
kers, and witty diiUchs for the figns of country-Inns 
and ale-houfes : when with an audible voice . I fpout 
forth my own verfes, marvellous is their eflfedl ! The 
very bell-man has been touched with envy— an au- 
thor, who, like Mr. Ralph,f has diftinguifhed him-* 
felf by night; tfie ihrillnefs of my clamorous dun- 
ning landlady has been charmed into a fliU attention ! 
Nay, the very bailiff, in ad to rufh upon me, has 
ftopped (hort to liflen, and for a minute fufpended 
the rapacious palm that was to fall upon my fhoul- 
ders! 

I have well perufed the writings of Luke Milbourn* 
Shadwell, Settle, filackmore, and many others of our 
* A comparifon of Dr. South*s. 
f Author of a poem called NjcMt. 

fiamp, 
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fiamp, notable for fak wit upon Dtyden. From tlieft 
I kavic Mtrafbed curious huitt to affift Welfied in hia 
near fiafifc ag«i»fi Pope, which was once (he t(^d me) 
to have been chriftened Laboo. ^Tis yet an embrio^ 
aad«hec« «e divers opifiioni about the birth of it. 
Some^expedl it will (pring from his wife noddle, like 
Miaerra from the head of Jupiter, and work won* 
ders. Others, that it will refemUe Milton's figure 
of Sin flofl^ng from die br«n of the father of lies. 
Theil, fay they, it will damn its parent's repautioa. 
But moft SLTp of opinion, that my brother has no re- 
putation to loie, and therefore the brat will be (lilU 
bom. 'Tis poffible alio he may mifcarry of his fe- 
cond epiflle to Mr. Pope, though James IV^oore 
$mythf, Efquure, is to .officiate man-midwife. 

When a man of quall^ is difiinguiihed for a wir^ 
or an encourager of it, I endeavour to ftrike him for 
a <ledicafiion ; but I have generally been fo unhappy 
as to diigiift my patrons, by praifing thorn in the 
wrong place. For want of being acquainted with 
polite life, I have unwittin^y complimented a perfon 
for an illuflrious birth » who really owed his rife en- 
tirely to his merit. Thus have I caufed his enemiea 
to fne^r, and, perhaps, to libel him for my fquab 
compliment ! when, had I left hioi to his choice, he 
had rather chofe my fatire than my panegyrick. 

I am as famous as one of the fuicors in Homer's 
Odyfley, for dead-bom jefts. Many a fonnet of mine, 

and 



AUTHOR TO BE LET. ij^ 

lits Moore read, wkhliisni&ml taoMtf m Wiike'« 
and the drawing-toMto^ for his own ; but 89 tliejr were 
mere flips of my petty mid oould be of no adra&tage 
to my repuutioa (law wit fiandt) I am ^Mitented 
to JhuRMiur his Tamtjr, and fcrbear to ckim tbein» I 
affiled in a pretty play of words on the letter P. -and 
the advertiiement of the Lady^s wn^ing^ddlt. Boon 
after I chqjped fides, and wrote the Hiftory of the 
Norfolk Dumpling, the Veifes on the Norfolk Lan« 
them, Robin's re?gn, Robin's Game, the Fall of 
Mortimer, and many other popular libels on perfons 
who leaft deferred them ; but the reafon of that was, 
becaufe they were of the mlniftry. 

Now is the feffion of parliament, and the poetical 
quarrels muft give way to the political. Confequently 
die affairs of ftate (as Abel in the play of the Com- 
mittee obferves) * will lie heavy upon my pedl and 
* flioulders.* It is a cuftom among great fjSlffals to 
fend fpies into an enemy's camp, and among politi- 
ticainsyto employ *em infbreign courts. I have there- 
fore (as I am determined to oppofe the miniflry) 
fettled a fecret correfpondence with feveral gentlj* 
men of the party-coloured cloth ; men of dignity 1 
fuch as have no lefs an honour than that of holding 
a place in the preienee of 'fome certain .knights of 
the blue ribbon. My bribe is a pot of ale, and my 
intelligence the fcraps of converfation that fall at the 

ta|?le 
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table of great mmiflen. By thefe I am enabled to 
difcuft the matters in debate at the houfe of com- 
moDB, and the congrefs of Soiflbns, to ftate the debts 
of the nation, to arraign the condudl of thofe at the 
helm, and to hold the balance of Europe, with as 
much cafe as a monkey does a chefhut, in my own 
paw. 

The time has been when» after an evening's hard 
hoofing, my brother bards (who have been what we 
call feedy, or crop-fick) have bilked the public 
houfe, ^nd barbaroufly left me in pawn for the rec- 
koning. On this emergency I have writen an a^unt 
of a iharp and bloody fight, a vifion in the air, or a 
wonderful prophecy, to be hawked about the flreets: 
And (would you believe it ?) even thefe produ^ions of 
mine have pafied for defigned wit, and I have filently 
fneered to find the merit of them claimed and boailed 
of bj^emmy Moore. 

I havellpnetimes taken it in my head, that I might 
make a fortune by writing for the ftage. As a proof 
that I have an excellent tafte, I always defpifed the 
tragedies of Shakefpeare, Otway^ Young and Thorn- 
fon, and preferred with admiration a certain perfon's 
operas at the Hay-market, I wonder that the fuccefs 
of the latter ihould be applied to Mr. Handel's mu- 
£c, or the performances >of Senefino, Fauftina, and 
Cutzoni : The town in this have been fhamefully 
blind to the merit of that gentleman. He has fol- 
lowed 
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tewed the awetents fo clofely in the propriety of hit 
eondu^, the iftiirf of bis ch'arad^rs, the natural va- 
mty of paffions, the fk^g^ of fentiment, and the 
e!e|^Acd of diltlon, thate I here invite him to joiff 
with me ift atn Eivglifli tragedy on an <^pera plan. 

If the gehtlemaxi thinks iMs tooai^eus an ttnfe'- 
ddiibg, let Ms^ t^eiWure at a hwtt caft ! without any 
retourfe to i^\%^ hu'ftiour, natutal dialogue, fdngd 
aptly ini<roduGed, ifr any other of thole trifles with 
Which the Be^gacrVOpfcra abounds,- we have otie fure* 
comfort ; that is, we cannot fall &ert of raaiyy fetef 
perfbrmances'of that kind, ndf be excelled by Roomef 
9tsi h!ft led capcain Concaitken. Rdome cannot excel' 
Aiev uifleft he excels himfelf. 

I have tried alt- mea»s (but thiit fools call hoheft' 
eies) &>t a livelihood. I offered my fervice for a fe- 
j eret fpy toi the ffate ; but had not credit enough even 
for that, Whett it was ihdeed very low with me, t 
printed prOpof^ for a fubfcription to my works, re- 
ttirtd money, and! gave receipts, without any inten- 
don of delivering the book. Though I have been no- 
torioufly profane, and was never at an univerfity, 
I once aimed to be admitted into orders ; but being 
obliged to abfcond lately firom the pariih-officers, on 
aoisount of a baftard child, and billing befldes intd 
»i unlucky falivation') my character was fo fcanda- 
lous, that I could not prevail even on the lowefl of 
the Fleet-prifon parfons to fign my tdUmonlails, 

S My 
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My laft attempt was to have been a travelling tutor 
to forae young gentleman. If I am deficient in cki- 
fick learning, I could yet have inflrudted him in the 
laws of his own country ; for tho' I never ftudied 
Coke iipon Littelton, yet I have converfed with bai- 
liffs and petty-fogging attornics ; nay* I have conned 
oyer the abridgments of Giles Jacob;. I could alfo 
have read him ledures of politicks from eflays of my 
own in Weekly Journals. What though I wanted 
knowledge to make diilertationft upon the languages^ 
manners, hiilories, Hatues, coins, paimings, archi. 
teduie, or any other curiofuies, ancient or modem, 
of .foreign climea ; wh^t though I could not have 
traced out any one country in a map ; could I not 
have pillaged voyage-writers^ and have taken the 
rrports of ian-kcepers or poftilions, to have told 
where there were good wine, good beds, buxom girls* 
and tall lleeples ? Few foreign tutors underftand the 
dead languages ; but if they play at cards, dance, 
talk of things they never faw, or, having fecn, could 
not underftand ; if they put on the fwaggering air of 
half-pay captains, and fwear French military oaths 
with a bon grace, will they not pais for men of wit, 
experience and knowledge ? I fhould have made a 
very fafliionablc tutor ; I would have fpirited up my. 
pupil to run away with a nun ; and, if he aimed at 
fmaller game, not fcrupled being pimp. I have ftu- 
died phylick under the Anodyne Necklace do£br, and 

would 
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trould have prepared aod exported a whole cargoi 
of aoii-vcoereal pills for hig fafety. No one, I 
am per£uaded, will blaiBc me, if I took ihh op- 
portunity of feathering my own neft. I (hould, per- 
h;3ps, have made him pay ten per cent^ for his 
own money when I difburfed it, and a guinea oti 
many occafions for his honour ^ twenty flullings of 
which I might have piit into my own pocket. Who 
knows^ but I might have married ibme rich widow, 
by Securing ray pupil for one of her daughters ? 
I would have contrived he fhould have iloien the 
young lady^ to avoid pacing her fortune. If this 
Scheme failed, I had another, for which I am 
a&aid I might have been a little cenfured ! it was 
only to have iet him at a gamin|; table (when abroad) 
for ab^ a tboufand ppunds, and afterwards gone 
&acks witfa the iharpers. But on fecond thoughts, 
where had been the hurt? When returned, and 
a(iige, I could eafily have made him amends, by 
oegotiatiog a fltongage, or the fale of a reverfio^' 
tar him with honefl Ch . rt . r t-s. 

Thus, though I had but a hundred a year, an4 
for no more than two or three years &rvice, I could. 
iTtire to Swiflerland, or Wales, with about ^fteei^ 
hundred pounds in my pocket, and ^an annuity of 
fifty pounds per annum for life. In fuch a retire^ 
mient I (hould have fet down to writing an Account. 
qf my Travels, When thoft were fiaifbed» by pare- 
S 5 fully 
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fully cxtrafBng from Gazettes, I (liould bavc been 
able to have left my executors the memoirs of my 
own times ; then would I have indulged "my Q)lecti 
^gainft the prefent minifters, for neglefting to gra* 
tify my merit. It is dangerous to anger a poet or 
hiftorian. 

I obfenred, at the head of this letter, that I have 
a drollery in my countenance : egad ! it is as pecu-' 
liar a one as Roome's, We are fo like, that before 
he fcribbled himfelf into preferment, we have ac- 
tually been miftaken for each other. Our looks 
are fo happy, as to have pailed off many a faying 
in convcrfation for wit and humour, that, when 
publiftied, has been thought flat: nay, the fame 
thing has been faid of me, as was uttered by a cer- 
tain wit (one very different from our rank) on him, 
viz. That * the r. g. • • 's misfortune is, he cannot 
print his face to his joke,* 

While I am thus delineating my features, permit 
me to own, that I wifh my portrait might (hine in a 
mezzbtinto through the glafs- windows of pi^re- 
(hops in Fleet-ftreet and St. Paul's Church*yard; 
then ihould I be gazed on with admiration by mer- 
cers 'prentices ! But I will, at lead, indulge my 
vanity in appearing on a large (beet of paper, in a 
wooden cut, which ingenious fchool-boys may de- ^ 
light to colour with yellow and red ochre. 'What a 
glaring figure (haU* I then make in the long pi^za 

of 
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of Covcnt Garden ! I (hall-be ftirfounded by vene* 
Able old ballads ; and feveral of my femily-pieceg, 
fuch 88 the Sinner*8 coat of arms, and the dreadful 
iketches of death, judgment, and damnation ! 
Thence fiiall I be tranflated to the naked walU of 
country ale-houfes, coblers-ftalls, an<l ncceffary- 
houfes !— And thou; O R . . M. , thou who an my 
other fclf! be this my glory ! however different our 
fortunes, however unlike the incidenu of our lives ; 
yet whenfoevier the countenance of I&ariot Hackney 
16 feen, thy own dear phiz will be called to remem- 
brance. 
, In fhort, I am a perfed town author : I hate all 
mankind, yec am occafionally a mighty patriot. I 
am very poor, and owe ray poverty to my merit ; 
that is, to my writings ; I am as proud as I am 
poor ; yet, what is feemingly a contradiction, never 
ftick at a mean adion, when the welfare of the re* 
public of letters, or, in other words, my own inte- 
reft 18 concerned. My pen, like the fword of a 
Swifs, or the pleading of a lawyer, is generally 
employed for pay. There is one piece of advice^ 
gentlemen, which I would prOpofe to you : if any 
papers of a dead wit iOiould fall into the hands of 
a member of your fociety, let him be fure to print 
them, though never fo derogatory to the perfon^ 
reputation, to get hirofelf money, and if, among 
whole heaps of indigelled pajers, he find? a few 
S 3 with 



17S AUTHOIL TP B« LET^ 

wicb large concdions and a^c^utioQs by f pojtli^ iQ|ni« 
ixeot hand (which he well knows), let him be fore 
to fupprcfs that ctrcuiaftappe in his publica^n* 

But to iipturn to myfelff— My pamphlets fell many 
more impreffions th^n thofe of celebrated writers ; 
the fecret of this is, I learned from C^rl to ckp a 
new title-page tp .the (?ie of eyery ha)f hnn^rfxl; 
fo that when my bookieUer has (old two hundred 
and fifty copies, my book generally enters into the 
fisth edition. It is reckoned a villainous a^on to 
write a libel, but more fo to father one on a perfon 
who neither wrote it, nor approves it; now, I own 
I never fcruple to do both. When a man of figure, 
(perhaps an, ornament of his country) hath been 
cruelly afpcrfcd in his life-time, I love to revive the 
afperfion at his death : it is mirth to me to grieve a 
whole family, by infulting his memory before his 
body Is cold in the grave. In this I imitate the 
authority of * Sarah the Quaker in the Shades, to 
« Lothario lately deccafed.' Though I am fo ready 
to libel others, I am downright frightened if I but 
hear of a fatire where my name is likely to be in- 
fened. When a perfon does me a fiivour, I cither 
fufpet^ he has fome defign on me, or think it lefs 
than my due, and that he is obliged to me, becaufe 
an author, for accepting it. I am very tefiy, if I 
am not allowed di6btor of my company ; nor had I 
ever a friend, whom I did nor, in his abfence, facrifice 
z to 
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to my jefb. I conteinii the few who admire me> am 
angry with the multitiide who defpiie roe^ and 
mortally hate all who have any ways obliged me* 
I affure you, I am very femous for feveral Trea- 
tifes in defence of Ingratitude : I nerer fail to iU 
luflrate them with the examples of Marcus Bru- 
tus among the ancients, and very eminent (Utefmen 
among the moderns. My private refentment, like 
that of other great men, is always a public juftice* 

Now, gentlemen, if you like ' me for a corre- 
fpondent, my price is the price of a Joumalifly a 
crown ; and, in the ftyle of a love-bargain, half- 
wet, half-dry. You may find me in a morning at 
my lucubrations, over a quartern-pot in a Geneva- 
(hop in Clare-Market ; a houfe where I propofe 
many learned interviews with Orator Henley, who 
has removed his flage to that place. I generally 
dine with a brother bard, at one of the little cook's- 
ihops near St. Martin's-Church, and probably fpend 
the evening with him at a night-cellar in the Strand, 
where I (hall be ready to enter into a treaty with 
you* 

Yours, 
ISCARIOT HACKNEY. 



,Frofln my chamber, 
Hockley - in-the-Hole« 
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